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INTRODUCTION 


HIS Anthology had its origin in the editor’s sonnet sequence, 
“The Girdle of the Earth,” and the marked interest shown in 
the subject by the ambassadors who read the poems regarding 
their respective countries lead to holding the Bartlett City Sonnet 
Contest, the purpose of which was to obtain an international sympo- 
sium of expressions regarding cities in poetry and the poetry of cities. 
I had noted that poets—from the singers of the Bible, Homer, Hor- 
ace, Milton, and Dante, to Shakespeare and Byron—wete the greatest 
sources of information regarding the cities of the past, and it occurred 
to me that, regardless of whether the outcome was the production of 
good poems about cities or not, such a contest would be valuable as 
registering the mental reaction of those in the poetry world of to-day 
who respond to the influence of cities, and might make an important 
anthology of poetic expressions about cities. 
Would they confirm Coriolanus’ dictum, that “ The people are the 
city,” and when reading these expressions would they feel that 


Towered cities please us then, 
And the busy hum of men. 
as Milton felt ? 
It is also my hope that this Contest and this Anthology may lead a 
poet of our generation to produce an equivalent epic of Ulysses who 


The cities of many peoples 
And minds of men knew, 


or the equivalent of Horace’s ““ Ode VI,” 


Let others praise tamed Rhodes, or Mitylene, 

Or Ephesus, or Corinth, that overlooks two seas, 
Ox: Thebes, renowned for Bacchus, 

Delphi for Apollo, or Thessalian Tempe 
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the opening lines of which lure us into a work of ancient empires as no 
historian would do; or the equivalent of Byron’s “‘ Childe Harold’s 
Pilgrimage” wherein we find the cities of the world, past and con- 
temporary, set permanently in unforgettable lines. 

In reviewing the poems about cities that have survived the test of 
centuries we may not find an answer to the moot question of what 
constitutes good poetry ; but we find the answer to what constitutes 
poetry that will endure. 

The answer is that the poetry with a framework of reality regarding 
cities survived, while the vague was lost. 

In fact, hundreds of cities whose ruins have long been covered by 
the dust of ages live in our literature and in the mind of our generation 
because they have been touched by the poet’s art—and many of the 
poets live because they wrote about these cities. 

Poets of each race, each age, each nation, sang of cities of their own 
times, of the past, of cities in which they lived, or of far-off places 
whose distant minarets, towers, riches, deeds or shortcomings attracted 
the poet, and the poetry that survived may be said to be, where 
cities are concerned, in Wordsworth’s words, “‘ Wisdom married to 
immortal verse.” 

We also see a new meaning in Arthur O’Shaughnessy’s lines : 


With wonderful deathless ditties 

We build up the world’s great cities. 
And out of a fabulous story 

We fashion an empire’s glory ; 

One man with a dream, at pleasure, 
Shall go forth and conquer a crown ; 
And three with a new song’s measure 
Shall trample an empire down. 


In effect we find in the poems of close to three thousand years the 
keynote sounded by William Cullen Bryant in his ‘“‘ Hymn to the City” : 


Not in the solitude 

Alone may man commune with heaven, or see, 
Only in savage wood 

And sunny vale, the present Deity ; 
Or only hear his voice 

Where the winds whisper and the waves rejoice. 
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Even here do I behold 
Thy steps, Almighty!—here, amidst the crowd, 
Through the great city rolled, 
With everlasting murmur deep and loud— 
Choking the ways that wind 
 *Mongst the proud piles, the work of human kind... . 


And when the hour of rest 

Comes, like a calm upon the mid-sea brine, 
Hushing its billowy breast— 

The quiet of that moment too is thine ; 
It breathes of Him who keeps 

The vast and helpless city while it sleeps. 


The poems that follow were selected from over eight hundred sub- 
mitted in the Poetry Review’s City Sonnet Contest, which was held 
for the purpose of securing from contemporary poets their expressions 
regarding cities. It was the first contest held for poems about cities, 
To insure a measure of equality for competitors and facilitate judging, 
the sonnet was adopted as the form for the competition. This facili- 
tated the judging to some extent. 

The poems about cities that have survived the gleaning hands of 
centuries are evidence that sheer poetry and perfection of verse form 
ate not the only essential requirements. The poet must also do justice 
to the city, or, as appears from the results of centuries, the poem may 
not survive. If the poet’s imagery etches a fanciful city and it is 
given the name of a real city, the poet departs from the réle of historian 
of cities, which has been maintained since it was first earned by Homer, 
Virgil and Horace. 

How shall we class cities ? was one of the questions that had to be 
decided. Vachel Lindsay supplied the answer : 


Let not our town be large, remembering 
That little Athens was the Muses’ home, 
That Oxford rules the heart of London still, 
That Florence gave the Renaissance to Rome. 


> 


“The Bartlett City Sonnet Contest was a marked success,” states 
the Poetry Review. ‘The entries received in this most fascinating com- 
petition, above 800, dealt with all the famous cities of the world, and 


of their poet-lovers.” 
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The judges included Edwin Markham, Mr. George Sterling, John 
Hall Wheelock, Mrs. Douglas Robinson, Mrs. Elizabeth D. Preston, 
Miss Jeanne Robert Foster, Oswald Villard, Editor of The Nation, 
Glenn Frank, Editor of Century, Henry Woodhouse, Editor of 
Scientific Age, Clement Wood, Witter Bynner, Dr. Mary Brent White- 
side, Hudson Maxim (the inventor, author of The Science of Poetry), 
Prof. John Erskine, Dr. Wm. Seaver Wood, the Editor of the Literary 
Digest and Mrs. Alice Hunt Bartlett. 

“London,” by Miss Lucy Malleson; “New York,” by Morris 
Gray ; and “ Bethlehem,” by Mrs. Blanche Winder, received an equal 
number of votes for first place, others receiving votes for the first 
place being “ Carthage,” by Miriam Allen de Cord (San Francisco) ; 
“ Bruges,” by Florence M. Bradford (London) ; “‘ New Bedford,” by 
Miss M. E. Baker (West Point, Mass.); “‘ Berlin,” by Prof. H. Norman 
Lehmer (Berkeley, Cal.); and ‘“‘ New Orleans,” by Elizabeth N. 
Dillingham (Lakewood, N.J.). Others receiving votes included “* New 
York,” by A. Stanton Coblentz (New York); “ Hackensack,” by 
Daniel Walden (Hackensack); ‘ Pompeii,” by Catherine Partello 
(Mansfield, La); ‘‘ Charleston,” by Esther B. Means (South Orange, 
N.J.); “ Indianapolis,” by Mary B. Moynahan (Indianapolis) ; “‘ Santa 
Fé,” by Neita Carey (Goodrich, Col.); ‘‘ Denver,” by Mrs. L. A. 
Miller (Colorado Springs, Col.); “‘ El Paso,” by Glenn Ward Dres- 
back (Lanark, Ill.); “Florence,” by Murial E. Graham (Stirling, 
Scotland); “ New Haven,” by Ada S. Shelton (Derby, Conn.) ; 
“‘ Onitsha,” by J. M. Stuart-Young (South Nigeria, Africa); “ Pitts- 
burgh,” by Mrs. Marie Tello Phillips (Pittsburgh, Pa.) ; ‘‘ Portland,” 
Maine, by Ethel E. Rockwell (New York City); ‘‘ Rome,” by E. 
Nolan (Cagliari, Italy); ‘‘ San Salvador,” by Georgiana S. Gittinger 
(Virginia); “The Twin Memnons of Thebes,” by Morris Gray 
(Boston, Mass.) ; “‘ Venice,” by Washington van Dusen (Philadelphia, 
Pa.) ; and “‘ My City,” by Elizabeth S. Montgomery (New York City). 
The international symposium of expressions regarding cities secured 
by this Contest gave abundant proof that the poets of to-day see above 
and beyond the frames of steel, the stone and the masonry, the traffic 
and the crowd. Nor did they let their love for their favourite cities 
influence them in the view, expressed in Shakespeare’s Tempest, 
that “ Nothing ill can dwell in such a temple.’’ 
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In addition to the sonnets received in the Bartlett Contest the col- 
lection includes a number of original poems about cities in various 
forms. We have added a few previously printed poems but have 
not aimed in this first collection at geographical completeness. Many 
cities have not been adequately dealt with in verse; we have not had 
sufficient opportunity to ransack the whole treasure house of city 
poetry for additions to this collection—if we had done so we would 
have become altogether too bulky, groaning under a surfeit of riches. 
Hence we promise to fill the gaps in’a second collection, in the com- 
pilation of which we invite the co-operation of our readers. To all 
who have collaborated in this first City Anthology, to the many corre- 
spondents in all parts of the world, we give thanks, and if we have 
quoted without permission through oversight or inability to get into 
touch with the authors or owners concerned, we claim indulgence and 
forgiveness for an offence that we may claim to be venial and to have 
been unwittingly committed in a good cause. 


AxuiceE Hunt BARTLETT. 
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THE POETRY OF CITIES AND CITIES IN POETRY 


Hi 


HE poet has ever been the historian of cities. Man, the builder 
of cities, for thousands of years dotted the face of the earth 
with mighty cities, distinguished, dominant, or martyr, all 
worthy of a place in history: but without the poet’s art, the bard’s 
faithful description and the power of poetry to endure and perpetuate, 
they would long have been forgotten. 
It was so in the pre-Horace days, and Virgil called on the Goddess 
of Poetry to aid him : 


Now, Erato! thy poet’s mind inspire, 

And fill his soul with thy celestial fire. 

Declare the past and present state of things ; 
When first the Trojan fleet Ausonia sought, 
And how the rivals loved, and how they fought. 


The cities of which the poets of old sang have survived through the 
singing of successive generations. In fact, in recent years archzolo- 
gists have brought to light ruins mentioned in the works of Homer, 
Virgil, Horace and Ovid that had been considered legendary ; and 
such discoveries as Leptis Magna, the imperial Roman port city dug 
out of the sand of the Libyan desert, give new importance to the 
references to Libya of Virgil and Horace. 

We appreciate that Virgil did not mean to have Jove survey a 
sandy desert when “On Libyan realms he fixed his eyes.” On the 
contrary, in Virgil’s words, 


Know, gentle youth, in Libyan lands you are 
A people rude in peace, and rough in war. 

The rising city which from far you see, 

Is Carthage, and a Tyrian colony. 

Phcenician Dido rules the growing state ; 
Who fled from Tyre, to shun her brother’s hate. 
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Scholars who have wondered whether three successive cities were 
built on the site of Carthage, as the excavations seemed to show, find 
their answer in “ The Aeneid.” The ancient town of Carthage is thus 
described : 


Against the Tiber’s mouth, but far away, 

An ancient town was seated on the sea— 

A Tyrian colony—the people made 

Stout for the war, and studious for their trade : 
Carthage the name—beloved by Juno more 
Than her own Argos, or the Samian shore. 


Then the poet tells of the ancient rumour 


That time to come should see the Trojan race 
Her Carthage ruin, and her towers deface. 


Further on in the book 


; : : : . Your eyes 
May view the turrets of new Carthage rise. 


Troy was already ancient then; Latius and Laviniun were great 
cities, but Rome was a comparatively new city, and Paphos was being 
reconstructed ; as we note from the following description of the 
activities then, when Venus flew 


To visit Paphos, and her native clime ; 

Where garlands ever green and ever fair, 

With vows are offered, and with solemn prayer ; 
A hundred altars in her temples smoke : 

A thousand bleeding hearts her power invoke. 
They climb the next ascent, and looking down, 
Now at a nearer distance view the town. 

The prince with wonder sees the stately towers 
(Which late were huts and shepherd’s homely bowers) 
The gates and streets ; and hears from every part 
The noise and busy concourse of the mart. 

The toiling Tyrians on each other call, 

To ply their labour: some extend the wall ; 

Some build the citadel; the brawny throng 

Or dig or push unwieldy stones along. 

Some for their dwellings choose a spot of ground 
Which, first designed, with ditches they surround. 
Some laws ordain ; and some attend the choice 
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Of holy senates, and elect by voice. 

Here some design a mole while others there 
Lay deep foundations for a theatre, 

From marble quarries mighty columns hew, 
For ornaments of scenes and future view. 
Such is their toil, and such their busy pains, 
As exercise the bees in flowery plains, 

When winter past, and summer scarce begun, 
Invites them forth to labour in the sun ; 

Some lead their youth abroad, while some condense 
Their liquid store, and some if cells dispense : 
Some at the gate stand ready to receive 

The golden burden, and their friends relieve. 


These lines of Virgil hold the distinction of being the most compre- 
hensive poetic description of the building of a city to be found in 
ancient history. Because, as Carducci so well stated, “The gods 
depart, the poet’s hymn remains.” 

Poets have been the most effective historians of cities, and the fame 
of ancient cities and the cities themselves survived long after the gods 
worshipped in their temples in different ages had been relegated to 
taythology. Virgil’s fourteen thousand verses give an unequalled 
record of the cities of the ancient world. 


Il 
CITIES AS EMBLEMS OF CIVILIZATION’S PROGRESS 


As Phillips Brooks pointed out, “ The Bible shows how the world 
progresses. It begins with a garden, but ends with a holy city.” The 
people of the Bible were great builders of cities, and many cities are 
remembered mainly because the poetic writers recorded them in the 
Biblical records. In the earliest part of Genesis it is recorded that 
Cain “ builded a city, and called the name of the city, after the name of 
his son, Enoch.” Nimrod and Ashur, the grandsons of Noah, were 
mighty builders of cities. It is recorded in Genesis of Nimrod : 

And the beginning of his kingdom was Babel, and Erech, and 
Accad, and Calneh, in the land of Shinar. Out of the land went 


Ashur and builded Nineveh, and the city Rehobeh, and Calah and 
Resen between Nineveh and Calah, the same is a great city. 


But of the mosaics the world calls cities the poet selected the qualities 
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which distinguished a city in his eyes, and thereafter that city was 
known mainly by those distinguishing qualities, which were repeated 
and echoed by successive generations. 

Beaconsfield pointed out that “a great city whose image dwells on 
the memory of men is the type of some great idea. Rome represents 
conquest ; faith hovers over Jerusalem; and Athens embodies the 
pre-eminent qualities of the ancient world art. 

Shakespeare makes Lucentio, in “‘ The Taming of the Shrew,” say, 


Triano, for the great desire I had 

To see fair Padua, nursery of arts, 

I am arriv’d from fruitful Lombardy, 

The pleasant garden of great Italy. 

Pisa, renowned for grave citizens, 

Gave me my being and my father first— 

A merchant of great traffic through the world. 


Il 
BRING BACK CITIES OF THE PAST 


Ancient cities, some long past, have been kept alive in the memory 
of generations by the poet’s art. Centuries after Babylon was covered 
with the dust of ages we again live there with Meredith : 


So again to Babylon I come back, 

Where this father’d giant of Human Nature 
Cramp’d in limb, and constrain’d in stature, 
In the torture chamber of Vanity lies ; 
Helpless and weak and compelled to speak 
The things he must despise. 

You stars so still in the midnight blue, 
Which over these huddling roofs I view, 
Out of reach of this Babylonian riot— 

We so restless, and you so quiet, 

What is the difference ’twixt us and you ? 


Doubtless, doubtless, again and again, 

Many a mouth has starved for bread 

In a city whose wharves are choked with corn, 
And many a heart hath perish’d dead 

From being too utterly forlorn, 

In a city whose streets are chok’d with men. 
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The dust of Carthage and the dust 
Of Babel on the desert wold, 

The loves of Corinth, and the lust, 
Orchomenos increased with gold ; 
The town of Jason, over-bold, 

And Cherson, smitten in her prime— 
What are they but a dream half-told ? 
Where are the cities of old time? 


asks Andrew Lang. 


The earliest literature, consisting of the sacred books of different 
races, including the Zend Avesta, considered the oldest historic record, 
and the Bible, and the earliest Sumarian, Egyptian, Assyrians, Aztecan 
_ accounts of the beginning of the world, are all in poetic form, and all 
describe a pastoral world, without cities. 

But the subsequent chronicles of the same people abound in the 
names and records of cities, and in many cases the sites of the cities 
that are no more have been located and the accuracy of those early 
records ascertained. Hence the expression of William Cowper, “‘ God 
made the country, and man made the town,” and Varro’s lines : 

Divine nature gave us fields ; 
Man’s art built cities. 

The realization that hundreds of once mighty cities have disap- 
peared led Longfellow to say that, ‘‘ Even cities have their graves!” 
Nevertheless cities have survived empires. They have stood and 
some, like Rome and Athens, still stand centuries after the great em- 
pires of which they were part have crumbled away. Many gods were 
worshipped in the temples of Athen’s Acropolis, even before the Par- 
thenon was built ; and many have been worshipped since it was built. 

The Parthenon, still stands on the Acropolis as the temple to the 
Athene, the goddess of the City and Joaquin Miller bears witness : 

Yea, Time on yon Campagnan plain 
Has pitched in siege his battle-tents ; 


And round about her battlements 
Has marched and trumpeted in vain. 
These skies are Rome! The very loam 

Lifts up and speaks in Roman pride ; 

And Time, outfaced and still defied, 
Sits by and wags his beard at Rome. 
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Thanks to the poets, the cities that are no more still live. From 
the heights of our present skyscrapers, with T. B. Aldrich (1836-1907) 
we may sec: 

In yonder West: the changing pageantry, 
The fading Alps and archipelagos, 
And spectral cities of the sunset sea. 

In this imaginative pageantry we see the people of past ages return- 

ing to their beloved cities, and as in Stevenson’s “ Requiem” : 


Home is the sailor, home from sea, 
And the hunter home from the hill. 


Ty 


POETS SAVED CTIES FROM RUIN AND OBLIVION 

Cities were saved from ruin, and hundreds of cities of ancient glory 
were saved from oblivion by poets. 

The names of Troy, Nineveh, Babylon, Carthage, Thebes, Argos, 
Sidon, Tyre, and other ancient, heroic cities have been kept fresh in 
the memory of succeeding generations by the poets. 

Curtis Hidden Page reminds us that Pierre Ronsard, the French poet 
of the fifteenth century wrote : 

Cities and Kingdoms perish and make room 
For others new 

That live awhile in glory of their bloom 
Then perish, too. 

Many have lived because the bards cried over their death. Babylon 
will live in the memory of mankind because of such lines as the 
following from Revelation : 

Alas, alas that great city Babylon, that mighty city! for in one 
hour is thy judgement come. 
For in one hour so gteat riches is come to nought, And every 


shipmaster, and all the company in ships and sailors and as many 
as trade by sea, stood afar off. ; 


And cried when they saw the smoke of her burning, saying, 
What city is like unto this great city | 
Milton, in whose time cities were still subject to destruction by an 
enemy, exhorts against destroying that which harbours a poet in the 
following ‘sonnet entitled “‘ When the Assault was Intended to the 
Kcity hs 
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Captain or Colonel, or Knight in arms, 
Whose chance of these defenceless doors may seize, 
If deed of honour did thee ever please, 
Guard them, and him within protect from harms. 
He can requite thee, for he knows the charms 
That call fame on such gentle acts as these, 
And he can spread thy name o’er lands and seas, 
Whatever clime the sun’s bright circle warms. 


Lift not thy spear against the Muses’ bower : 
The great Emathian conqueror bid spare 
The house of Pindarus, when temple and tower 
Went to the ground: and the repeated air 
Of sad Electra’s poet had the power 
To save the Athenian walls from ruin bare. 


Hesperia of old will live with Virgil’s lines : 


There is a land, by Greece of old 

Surnamed Hesperia, rich its mold, 
Its children brave and free : 

Oenotrians wete its settlers ; fame 

Now gives the race its leader’s name, 
And calls it Italy. 

Here Dardanus was born, our king, 

And old Iasius, whence we spring : 
Here our authentic seat. 


Troy’s name, dying in Aeneas’ times, still bears the lustre of heroic 
cities because of such lines as Virgil’s, who makes Aeneas cry to the 
gods for aid to save that name: 

Dread Sire, if Ilium’s lorn estate 
Deserve not yet thine utter hate, 
If still thine ancient faithfulness 

Give heed to mortals in distress, 


Oh, let the fleet escape the flame ! 
Oh, save from death Troy’s dying name ! 


Aeschylus, the great tragic Athenian poet, dramatized Thebes for 
posterity in his ““ Seven Against Thebes ” ; and he and Homer, Virgil, 
Aristotle, Horace and other great poets of the five centuries preceding 
our era, have immortalized the heroic cities of their age and of the 
ages before theirs, back to the prehistoric times, in their great epics. 
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Their works inspired the poets since, and they have echoed the 
names of the cities glorified by those bards. 

Browning echoes the clarion call to the support of Athens in his 
“ Pheidippides ” : 
Persia bids Athens proffer slave’s-tribute, water and earth ; 
Razed to the ground is Eretria—but Athens, shall Athens sink, 


Drop into dust and die—the flower of Hellas utterly die, 
Die, with the wide world spitting at Sparta, the stupid, the stander-by? 


V 
RUIN’S CHALLENGE TO POETS 


Every ruin is a challenge. With Byron we repeat : 


There is a temple, in ruin stands, 

Fashion’d by long-forgotten hands : 

Two or three columns, and many a stone, 
Marble and granite, with grass overgrown ! 


Poe, as Edwin Markham has so aptly expressed in his prize-winning 
poem, “ Our Israfel ” : 


... Lookt on cities in their crumbling hours, 
Where Death obscurely mumbles out his rune 

Hoary, remote, alone, where time-torn towers 
Hang spectral in the moon. 


Ruins have mysteries. Matthew Arnold’s stanzas from Carnac 
speak of unknown people, unsung by contemporary poets : 


Far on its rocky knoll descried 
Saint Michael’s chapel cuts the sky. 


The giant stones of Carnac steep 
In the mild evening of the May. 


No priestly stern procession now 

Streams through their rows of pillars old ; 
No victims bleed, no druids bow— 

Sheep make daisied aisles their fold. 


22 


THE POETRY OF CITIES AND CITIES IN POETRY 


Tennyson introduced his poem “ Timbuctoo,” which obtained the 
Chancellor’s Medal at the Cambridge Commemoration, with the 
following lines of Chapman : 


Deep in that lion-haunted inland lies 
A mystic city, goal of high emprise. 


Here is another of Tennyson’s vignettes : 


What Roman strength Tuscia show’d 
In ruin, by the mountain road ; 

How like a gem, beneath, the city 

Of little Monaco, basking, glow’d. 


John Masefield graphically chronicles ruined cities in a series of 
sonnets from which we quote. He tells how: 


Like bones the ruins of the cities stand, 

Like skeletons and skulls with ribs and eyes 

Strewn in the saltness of the desert sand 

Carved with the unread record of King’s lies. 

Once they were strong with soldiers, loud with voices 
The market clattered as the carts drove through, 

And now the jackal in the moon rejoices 

And the still asp draws death along the dew. 

There at the gates the market man paid toll 

In bronze and silver penny for a bowl ; 

Women they had there, and the moon, and sin 

And looking from his tower the watchman saw 
Green fields for miles, the roads, the great King’s law. 


Now they are gone with all their songs and sins, 
Women and men to dust; their copper penny, 
Of living, spent, among these dusty inns ; 

The glittering One made level with the many. 
Their speech is gone, none speaks it, none can read 
The pictured writing of their conqueror’s match ; 
The dropping plaster of a fading screed 

Ceils with its mildews, the decaying arch. 

The fields are sand, the streets are fallen stones ; 
Nothing is bought or sold there, nothing spoken: 
The sand hides all, the wind that blows it moans, 
Blowing more sand until the plinth is broken. 
Day in, day out, no other utterance falls ; 

Only the sand, pit-pitting on the walls. 
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He prophecies : 
So shall we be; so will our cities lie 
Unknown beneath the grasses of the summer 
Walls without roofs, naves open to the sky, 
Doors open to the wind, the only comer : 
And men will grub the ruins, eyes will peer, 
Fingers will grope for pennies, brains will tire 
To chronicle the skills we practised here, 


Till though our Many pass, a Something stands 
Aloft through Time that covers all with sands. 


Edwin Markham, in “Lincoln and other Poems” (Doubleday, 
Page & Co.) reads the moral of these ruined cities : 


Voices are crying from the dust of Tyre, 
From Baalbec, and the stones of Babylon 

** We raised our pillars upon self-desire 

And perished from the large gaze of the sun.” 


A grandeur looked down from the pyramid, 
A glory came on Greece, a light on Rome, 
But in them all the ancient Traitor hid, 

And so they passed like momentary foam. 


There was no substance in their soaring hopes : 
The voice of Thebes is now a desert cry: 

A spider bars the road with filmy ropes, 

Where once the feet of Carthage thundered by. 


No house can stand, no kingdom can endure 
Built on the crumbling rock of self-desire : 
Nothing is living stone, nothing is sure, 
That is not whitened in the Social Fire. 


VI 
THE POET’S LOVE OF CITIES 
To the poet’s love of cities we owe much poetry that has lived and 


will live for centuries. 


Why ? Intrinsically the poetry about cities which has survived comes 
within Wordsworth’s definition, “Poetry is . . . the impassioned 
expression which is the countenance of all science,” and of Oliver 
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Wendell Holmes’ opinion that, ‘‘ Poetry uses the rainbow tints for 
special effects, but always keeps its essential object in the purest light 
of truth.” 

As we review the poems concerning cities that remain after the 
culling of centuries we find that the poems left to our generation are 
largely those which, when seen through the eyes of the poets of the 
ages had the framework of reality, which preserved duet while the 
vague disappeared. 3 

The realism of the subject was a contributory factor. As Joseph 
Addison pointed out over two hundred years ago : 


For whereso’er I turn my ravished eyes, 
Gay, gilded scenes in shining prospect rise ; 
Poetic fields encompass me around, 

And still I seem to tread on classic ground, 
For here the muse so oft her harp has strung, 
That not a mountain rears its head unsung ; 
Renown’d in verse each shady thicket grows, 
And every stream in heavenly numbers flows. 


Time has also added enchantment to their words when they refer to 
Cities. 
It might appear banal to read a contemporary poet’s lines asking 


How many friends think you he has 
In New York, Chicago and San Francisco ? 


but it is like seeing a mirage of an enchanting past to read in 
“* Epictetus ” 


And how many friends, think you, 
Had he in Thebes ? how many in Argos ? 
How many in Athens ? 


But the poets’ interest in the cities, their love for them was the greater 
force: Homer makes Alcinous ask Ulysses : 


Say from what city, from what regions tossed 
And what inhabitants those regions boast ? 


Horace considers Rome greater than Caesar and asks with near 
contempt: “ What owest thou to the Neros, O Rome ? ” 
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Seven great cities boasted of being the birthplace of Homer, the 
great poet-historian, who perpetuated the memory of many cities for 
posterity. Millions have followed Ulysses in his “Odyssey,” for Ulysses, 
as Homer tells us, 


Knew the cities of many peoples 
And the minds of many men. 


Dante characterized his people by the places and the places by the 
people. This from the Divine Comedy illustrates, 


“ Art not thou Oderis,” I cried, 
“* Of Gubbion, and that school the pride 
Which they of Paris all 
The limner’s mystery call?” 
“Brother, more bright the pages shine, 
Bologna’s France did design : 
Now his is all the fame, 
Less I some part may claim.” 


Boccaccio, in his sonnet refers to Florence in her treatment of Dante 
and Ravenna, thus: 


Bright Florence brought me forth, but her fond son 
To bitter exile drove, step-mother made 

By guile of tongues malevolent and base. 

Ravenna sheltered me; in her is laid 

My dues ; my spirit thitherward has gone 

Where Wisdom reigns, and Envy hath not place. 


Carducci pictures Brescia in the eighteenth century : 


Proud of her fortune, Brescia enshrined me, 
Brescia the stalwart, Brescia the iron-girt, 
Ttalia’s lioness, her vesture 

Dyed in the blood of her land’s invaders. 


Petrarch, Cellini and Tasso of the group of poets who are links "in 
the chain from Dante to Milton loved their cities. Benvenuto Cellini 
imprisoned, cries : 


Deprived of liberty I now no more 
To France or Florence can at will repair ! 


Petrarch in the fourteenth century wrote of Rome: 
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Her ancient walls, which still with fear and love 
The world admires, whenever it calls to mind 
The days of old, and turns to look behind ; 
Her hoar and caverned monuments above 

. The dust of men whose fame, until the world 
In dissolution sinks, can never fail. 


And he wondered whether old Fabricious would 


. reat with joy elate ? 
That his own Rome again shall Beant be and great. 


Shakespeare makes us pause in the “ Twelfth Night” to view 
Genoa : 


I pray you, let us satisfy our eyes 
With the memorials, and the things of fame, 
That do renown this city. 


William Dunbar, the Scottish poet of the fifteenth century will be 
remembered for his poem to London : 


London, thou art of townes a per se. 
Soveraign of cities, seemliest in sight, 

Of high renown, riches and royaltie ; 

Of lordis, barons, and many a goodly knyght ; 


London thou art the flour of Cittes all. 


Jean La Fontaine registered the fact that Lille was a prominent city 
in the sixteenth century, by a line: “ Lille, cette cité qui vaut une 
province.” 

Hundreds of cities may be forgotten before the little village of 
Auburn-Lissoy, in Kilkenny, Ireland, the scene of Oliver Goldsmith’s 
“ Deserted Village,” is forgotten. In fact, it has enjoyed world- 
prominence for close to two centuries, as thousands have repeated 
those familiar stanzas, opening with, “‘ Sweet Auburn, loveliest village 
of the plain.” 

At times the cities are merged in the country. Italia takes the place 
of Rome; Greece takes the place of Athens ; France takes the place 
of Paris, as in Beranger’s lines : 
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Adieu, charmant pays de France, 
Que je dois tant cherir ; 

Berceau de mon heureuse enfance, 
Adieu, te quitter c’est mourir ! 


The Victorian poets all sang of favourite cities, “ Who will away to 
Athens with me ? ” cries Walter Savage Landor ; and he pays tribute 
to his native Warwickshire : 


I drank of Avon, too, a dangerous draught, 
That roused within the feverish thirst of song, 


Tennyson sings of Milan ; 


O Milan, O the chanting quires, 

The giant windows, blazoned fires, 

The height, the space, the gloom, the glory ! 
A mount of marble, a hundred spires ! 


Byron sings of many. To the Eternal City he calls, 


Oh, Rome, my Country, City of the Soul ! 
The orphans of the heart must turn to thee, 
Lone Mother of dead Empires ! 


Venice receives many stanzas. To him 


She looks a sea Cybele, fresh from Ocean, 
Rising with her tiara of proud towers 

At airy distance, with majestic motion, 

A ruler of the waters and their powers. 


Swinburne sang of Athens 


Athens first of all earth’s kindred, 
many-tongued and many kinned, 
Had the sea to friend and comfort ; 
and for kinsman had the wind ; 


Also of Rome, and he mourns in “ Super Flumina Babylonia ” : 


By the waters of Babylon we sat down and wept 
Remembering thee, 

That for ages of agony hast endured and slept 
And wouldst not see. 
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His poem “ Siena,” comprising thirty-six stanzas, is the setting for 
contemporary history in which he pays homage to the city : 


O gracious city well-beloved, 
Italian, and a maiden crowned, 
Siena, my feet are no more moved 
Toward thy strange-shapen mountain-bound. 


The following stanzas, from various poems of Oscar Wilde, show his 
intense love for cities : j 


O Roma, Roma, at thy feet 
I lay this barren gift of song ! 
For, ah! the way is steep and long 
That leads unto thy sacred street. 


O lone Ravenna! many a tale is told 

Of thy great glories in the days of old: 

Two thousand years have passed since thou didst see 
Cesar ride forth to royal victory. 

Mighty thy name when Rome’s lean eagles flew 
From Britain’s isles to far Euphrates biue ; 

And of the peoples thou wast noble queen, 

Till in thy streets the Goth and Hun were seen. 
Discrowned by man, deserted by the sea, 

Thou sleepest, rocked in lonely misery ! 

No longer now upon thy swelling tide, 

Pine forest-like, thy myriad galleys ride ! 

For where the brass-beaked ships were wont to float, 
The weary shepherd pipes his mournful note : 

And the white sheep are free to come and go 

Where Adria’s purple waters used to flow. 


Wordsworth, in his sonnet composed upon Westminster Bridge, sees 
London with the eyes of a lover of the city : 


Earth has not anything to show more fair : 
Dull would he be of soul who could pass by 

A sight so touching in its majesty : 

This city now doth like a garment wear 

The beauty of the morning: silent, bare 
Ships, towers, domes, theatres, and temples lie 
Open unto the fields, and to the sky, 
All bright and glittering in the smokeless air. 
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In another way Robert Browning expresses the attraction of the 
city, as seen and heard at the window : 


Had I plenty of money, money enough and to spare, 

The house for me, no doubt, were a house in the city-square. 
Oh, such a life, such a life, as one leads at the window there ! 
Something to see, by Bacchus, something to hear, at least ! 
There, the whole day long, one’s life is a perfect feast 

While up at a villa one lives, I maintain it, no more than a beast. 


Oscar Wilde idealizes Ravenna : 


O how my heart with boyish passion burned, 
When far away across the sedge and mere 

I saw that Holy City rising clear, 

Crowned with her crown of towers !—On and on 
I galloped, racing with the setting sun, 

And ere the crimson after-giow was passed, 

I stood within Ravenna’s walls at last ! 


Matthew Arnold strikes a poignant note in “‘ A Southern Night ” : 


In cities should we English lie, 
Where cries are rising ever new, 
And men’s incessant stream goes by ; 

We who pursue 


Our business with unslackening stride, 
Traverse in troops, with care-fill’d breast, 
The soft Mediterranean side, 
The Nile, the East. 


And see all sights from Pole to Pole, 
And glance, and nod, and bustle by, 

And never once possess our soul 
Before we die. 


There is a note of profound respect in Kipling’s “To the City of 
Bombay,” his native city : 


Neither by service nor fee 

Come I to mine estate— 

Mother of Cities to me, 

For { was born in her gate, 

Between the palms and the sea, 
Where the world-end steamers wait. 
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Gabriele D’Annunzio, in “The Flame of Life,” sees Venice as a 
City of Life : 


“TI should like to celebrate in myself the marriage of Venice 
with Autumn, giving it an intonation as little different as possible 
from that of Tintoretto when he painted the ‘ Marriage of Adriane 
2 Cages for the hall of the Anticollegio—azure, purple and 
gold. 

“Yesterday an old germ of poetry suddenly broke open in my 
soul. ? 

“I remembered the fragment of a forgotten poem in nona rima 
that I began writing here when I came to Venice for the first time, 
one September in my earliest youth that I spent at sea. 

“Tt was called ‘The Allegory of Autumn,’ and it sang the 
praises of the god no longer crowned with vine-leaves, but with 
jewels like one of Veronese princes, fired with passion, about to 
migrate to the sea-city with the arms of marble and the thousand 
girdles of green. 

* Forever ... Venice would yet remain a City of Life.” 


John Masefield holds that 


These eyes of mine have blinked and shone 
In Thebes, in Troy, in Babylon. 


We join in Whitman’s “ Salut au Monde”: 


I see the cities of the earth and make myself at random a part of them, 

IT am a teal Parisian ; 

I am a habitant of Vienna, St. Petersburg, Berlin, Constantinople, 

I am of Adelaide, Sidney, Melbourne, 

I am of London, Manchester, Bristol, Edinburgh, Limerick, 

IT am of Madrid, Cadiz, Barcelona, Oporto, Lyons, Brussels, Berne, 
Frankfort, Stuttgart, Turin, Florence, Pe 

I belong in Moscow, Cracow, Warsaw; or notthwatd in Christiania or 
Stockholm; or in Siberian Irkutsk; or in some street in Iceland; 

I descend upon all those cities, and rise from them again. 


I see vapours exhaling from unexplored countries, _ a 
I see savage types, the bow and arrow, the poison’d splint, the fetich, 
and the obei. 


I see African and Asiatic towns, . 
I see Algiers, Tripoli, Derne, Mogadore, Timbuctoo, Monrovia, 
I see the swarms of Pekin, Canton, Benares, Delhi, Calcutta, Yedo; 
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T see the Kruman in his hut, and the Dahoman and Ashanteeman in 
their huts, 

I see the Turk smoking opium in Aleppo. 

I see the picturesque crowds at the fairs of Khiva, and those of Herat ; 

I see Teheran; I see Muscat and Medina, and the intervening sands; I 
see the caravans toiling onward ; 

I see Egypt and the Egyptians; I see the pyramids and obelisks, 

I see chisell’d histories, records of conquering kings, dynasties, cut in 
slabs of sand-stone, or on granite-blocks, 

I see at Memphis mummy-pits containing mummies embalmed, swath’d 
in linen cloth, lying there many centuries, 

I look on the fall’n Theban, the large-ball’d eyes, the side-dropping 
neck, the hands folded across the breast. 


Sara Teasdale in “Flame and Shadow” (Macmillan) pictures 
Nahant 


Bowed as an elm under the weight of its beauty, 

So earth is bowed, under her weight of splendour, 

Molten sea, richness of leaves and the burnished 
Bronze of sea-grasses. 


When their beloved cities are in distress, the poets’ voice cries to the 
world for sympathy and respect, depicting the City’s plight, as Bret 
Harte did, on October 10, 1871, when Chicago was partly destroyed 
by the fire : 


Blackened and bleeding, helpless, panting, prone, 
On the charred fragments of her shattered throne 
Lies she who stood but yesterday alone. 


Queen of the West ! by some enchanter taught 
To lift the glory of Aladdin’s court, 
Then lose the spell that all that wonder wrought. 


Like her own prairies by some chance seen sown, 
Like her own prairies in one brief day grown, 
Like her own prairies in one fierce night mown. 


She lifts her voice, and in her pleading call 
We hear the cry of Macedon to Paul, 
The cry for help that makes her kin to all. 


But haply with wan fingers may she feel 
The silver cup hid in the proffered meal, 
The gifts her kinship and our loves reveal. 
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POETIC ETCHINGS OF CITIES 


Thousands of poets through the ages have etched poetic impressions 
of cities as in the Songs of Solomon of 1000 B.c. : 


Come with me from Lebanon my 

spouse, with me from Lebanon: look 
from the top of Amana, from the top of * 
Shenir and Hermon, from the lions’ dens 
from the mountains of the leopards ; 


and as did Omar Khayyam, the Persian poet-astronomer of the 
eleventh century, in the opening stanza of the “ Rubdiyat ” : 


Awake! for Morning in the Bowl of Night 
Has flung the stone that puts the stars to flight : 
And lo! the Hunter of the East has caught 
The Sultan’s Turret in a Noose of Light. 


Dante in the “ Divine Comedy ” records the founding of the city 
of Mantua, the birth-place of Virgil thus : 


Aloft in Italy’s delightful land 

A lake there lies, at foot of that proud Alp 

That o’er the Tyrol locks Germania in, 

Its name Benacus, from whose ample breast 

A thousand springs, methinks, and more, between 
Camonica and Barda, issuing forth, 

Water the Apennine. There is a spot 

At midway of that lake, where he who bears 

Of Rento’s flock the pastoral staff, with him 

Of Brescia, and the Veronese, might each 

Passing that way his benediction give. 

A garrison of goodly site and strong 

Peschiera stands, to awe with front opposed 

The Bergamese and Brescian, whence the shore 
More slope each way descends. There, whatso’er 
Benacus’ bosom holds not, tumbling o’er 

Down falls, and winds a river flood beneath 
Through the green pastures. Soon as in his course 
The stream makes head, Benacus then no more 
They call the name, but Mincius, till at last 
Reaching Governo, into Po he falls. 
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Not far his course hath run, when a wide flat 

It finds, which overstretching as a marsh 

It covers, pestilent in summer oft. 

Hence journeying, the savage maiden saw 
*Midst of the fen a territory waste 

And naked of inhabitants. io shun 

All human converse, here she with her slaves, 
Plying her arts, remain’d, and liv’d, and left 

Her body tenantless. Thenceforth the tribes, 
Who round were scatter’d, gathering to that place, 
Assembled ; for its strength was great, enclosed 
On all parts by the fen. On those dead bones 
They rear’d themselves a city, for her sake 
Calling it Mantua, who first chose the spot, 

Nor ask’d another omen for the name. 


Milton’s “ Paradise Lost” and “ Paradise Regained” unfold a 
continuous poetic panorama in which many cities are accurately 
identified, in their contemporary settings, thus : 


And now his heart 

- Distends with pride, and, hardening in his strength, 
Glories: for never, since created Man, 
Met such embodies force, as named with these, 
Could merit more than that small infantry 
Warred on by cranes—though all the giant brood 
Of Phlegra with the heroic race were joined 
That fought at Thebes and Ilium, on each side 
Mixed with auxiliar gods ; and what resounds 
In fable or romance of Uther’s son, 
Begirt with British and Armoric knights ; 
And all who since, baptized or infidel, 
Jousted in Aspramont, or Montalban, 
Damasco, or Marocco, or Trebisond, 
Or whom Biserta sent from Afric shore 
When Charlemain with all his peerage fell 
By Fontarabbia. 


His eye might there command wherever stood 
City of old or modern fame, the seat 

Of mightiest empire, from the destined walls 
Of Cambalue, seat of Cathaian Can, 

And Samarchand by Oxus, Temir’s throne, 
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To Paquin, of Sinzean kings, and thence 
To Agra and Lahor of Great Mogul, 
Down to the golden Chersonese, or where 
The Persian in Ecbatan sat, or since 

‘In Hispahan, or where the Russian Tsar 
In Mosco, or the Sultan in Bizance, 
Turchestan-born ; nor could his eye not ken 
The empire of Negus to his utmost port 
Ercoco, and the less maritime kings, 
Mombaza, and Quiloa, and Melind, © 
And Sofala (thought Ophir), to the realm 
Of Congo, and Angola farthest south, © 
Of thence from Niger flood to Atlas mount, 
The kingdoms of Almansor, Fez and Sus, 
Marocco, and Algiers, and Tremisen ; 
On Europe thence, and where Rome was to sway 
The world: in spirit perhaps he also saw 
Rich Mexico, the seat of Montezume, 
And Cusco in Peru, the richer seat 
Of Atabalipa, and yet unspoiled 
Guiana, whose great city Geryon’s sons 
Call El Dorado. 


The personality and character of cities, their outstanding features, 
their appeals to the poets of the time, their political adventures, are 
often told in a few lines, lines that have lived and seem to live mainly 
because they depict a vignette in poetic form. 

The student of civic progress finds that the poet has registered 
conditions, as when Milton in “‘ Paradise Lost ” remarks : 


As one who long in populous city pent 

Where houses thick and sewers annoy the air, 
Forth issuing on a summet’s morn to breathe 
Among the pleasant villages and farms. ... 


Shakespeare in “ King Henry VI” makes Cade record that London 
Bridge in Shakespeare’s time was of wood, lined on both sides with 
houses. 

Cade. 
Come, then, let’s go fight with them. 
But, first, go and set London-bridge on fire, 
And, if you can, burn down the Tower, too. 
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In “ All’s Well That Ends Well ” Shakespeare makes Helena register 
Marseille’s status at the time : 


... 1 duly am inform’d 
His Grace is at Marseilles ; to which place 
We have convenient convoy. 


An obscure early Norman poet reminds us that the little town of 
Yvetot once had a king and supplies this vignette of the town at the 
time : 

An noble pays de Caux 
Y a quattree abbaies roiaux, 


Six prieures conventuaux, 
Quattre comtes, trois ducs, un Roi. 


Two lines tell as much as a book of the opposition of the people of 
Arras to Louis XI: 


Quand les souris prendront les chats 
Le roi sera seigneur d’Arras. 


Two lines from another ancient poet tell us that four French cities 
still prominent to-day were built of red bricks before his time, affording 
us an etching of their past : 


Bourges, Antin, Le Mans, avic Limouges, 
Furent jadisle quatre villes rouge. 


Sir Walter Scott, in “‘ Marmion,” sings of fair Dunkeld, mainly 
because it was the place where Gawin Douglas, the Scottish divine and 
poet of the fifteenth century, had sung and had made the first English 
translation of Virgil’s “ Aeneid.” Thus little Dunkeld owes her 
place in poetry to Virgil. 

Taggia—once a prominent port, historic as the place from which 
Francis I embarked after he was defeated at Pavia—is sketched by 
Tennyson : 


Where oleanders flush’d the bed 

Of silent torrents gravel spread ; 
And, crossing, oft we saw the glisten 
Of ice, far up on a mountain head. 


36 


THE POETRY OF CITIES AND CITIES IN POETRY 


A different art, an etching with distinct Oriental atmosphere, is 
expressed by Sir Edwin Arnold in “ Grishna ” : 


And nights of ebon blackness, laced with lustres 
‘From starry clusters ; courts of calm retreat, 
Where wan tills warble over glistening marble ; 
~ Cold jewels, and the sandals, moist and sweet 
These for the time are meet. 


Shelley left this sketch of Pisa: “* 


Within the surface of the river, 

The wrinkled image of the city lay, 
Immovably unquiet, and forever 

It trembles, but it never fades away. 


John Ruskin’s poems are mostly panoramic, with etchings of places 
here and there— 


And there are sounds from city, field, and hill 
Shore, forest, flood; yet mellow all and still. 


The size of the community matters not. Victor Hugo was one of 
the poets who sang of the village: 


How graceful the picture! the life, the repose ! 
The sunbeam that plays on the porchstone wide ; 
And the sunbeam that fleets o’er the stream that flows, 
And the soft blue sky with the hill’s green side. 


To d’Annunzio 


Rome appeared, similar to an immense, greyish 
Formless cloud touching the earth. 


Longfellow’s “ The Old Bridge at Florence ” is a poetic and historic 
sketch : 


Taddeo Gaddi built me. I am old, 

Five centuries old. I plant my foot of stone 
Upon the Arno, as St. Micheal’s own 

Was planted on the dragon. 
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May we quote a few of Kipling’s poetic vignettes ? : 


Melbourne 


Greeting ! Nor fear nor favour won us place 

Got between greed of gold and dread of Drouth, 
Loud-voiced and reckless as the wild tide-race 

That whips our harbour mouth ! 


Sidney 
Greeting |! My birth stain have I turned to good ; 
Forcing strong wills perverse to steadfastness : 
The first flush of the tropics in my blood, 
And at my feet Success ! 


Brisbane 


The northern strip beneath the southern skies, 
I build a nation for an Empire’s need, 

Suffer a little, and my land shall rise, 
Queen over lands indeed ! 


Hobart 


Man’s love first found me ; Man’s hate made me Hell ; 
For my babe’s sake I cleansed those Infamies. 
Earnest for love to live and labour well, 
God flung me peace and ease. 


Auckland 


Last, loveliest, loneliest, exquisite, apart— 
On us, on us the unswerving season smiles, 

Who wonder ’mid our fern why men depart 
To seek the happy Isles ! 


Alfred Noyes dreams of Nippon “On a sea of opal light.” 


I saw on twisted bridges 
In blue and crimson gleams 
The lanterns of the fishers 
Along the brook of dreams. 


I saw the wreaths of incense 
Like little ghosts arise, 

From temples under Fuji, 
From Fuji to the skies. 
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Upon a feature of Nikko Lilla Cabot Perry muses : 


The cryptomerias of old Japan 
Reach to the sky as freshly washed with dew, 
As heedless of the misery of man 

As when the world was new. 


*Twixt their long avenues of stately shade, 

Great sepulchres of monarchs dead and gone, 

Like scarlet flowers that can never fade, 
Gleam in the setting sun. 


These lacquered monuments speak to the sky, 

Disdaining mortal life with its brief span, 

Of pride that worshipped self, nor feared to die 
For glory of Japan... . 


Of Aberdeen, in April, 1905, Mr. Thomas Hardy, with a line from 
Isaiah for text, ““ And wisdom and knowledge shall be the stability of 
thy times,” wrote: 


I looked and thought, “ All is too grey and cold 
To wake my place enthusiasms of old!” 

Till a voice passed: ‘‘ Behind that granite mien 
Lurks the imposing beauty of a Queen.” 


In similar strain Sir William Watson, in April, 1904, paid homage to 
the Granite City: 


For me the north wind’s cold accost 
Was all day long in thy warm welcome lost. 
How should I fail henceforth to hold thee dear ? 
Hoarty thy countenance and thy mien severe, 
And built of the bones of Mother Earth thou wast, 
But on thy heart hath fall’n no touch of frost, 
O city of the pallid brow austere. 
Grey, wintry-featured, sea-throned Aberdeen | 
The stranger thou hast honoured shall not cease, 
In whatsoever ways he rest or roam, 
To wish thee noble fortune, fame serene : 
Thee and thy towers of learning and of peace, 
That brood benignant on the northern foam. 
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Edwin Markham is enraptured by the scenes 


In storied Venice where the night repeats 
The heaven of stars down all her rippling streets 


Osbert Sitwell writes, contrasting northern and tropical cities : 


Up flames a flamingo over the fandango, 

Glowing like a fire, and gleaming like a ruby. 

From Gaudalajara to Guadalupe 

It flies—in flying drops a feather 

And the snatching dwarfs stop dancing—and fight together. 


Again contrasting the city of the tropics and the northern city Mr. 
Sitwell tells how 


I went back into the water-cool room, 
Put on my coloured coat and buskin, 
And mask of Harlequin 

They see me this time, 

“Come on, come on” they cry, 

“You are just in time, 

There is fun down here in the market place. 
Two men have been run over, 

And there’s to be a public execution. 
The gallows are nearly up. 

—And after, in the evening 

We will go round the wineshops, 
Strumming guitars, 

While trills Dolores in her wide skirt. 
Oh, come on, come on! ” 

But the paint from my mask runs down 
And dyes my clothing. 


It is not thus in the Northern cities, 

Where the cold breathes close to the window pane 
Where the brittle flowers of the frost 

Crackle at the window’s edge. 

From my window in the Northern City 

T can hear the rattle and roar of the town, 

As the carts go lumbering over the bridges, 

As the men in the dark clothes hurry over the bridges. 
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In graphic lines Alfred Noyes depicts Edinburgh : 


City of mist and rain and blown grey spaces 

Dashed with wild wet colour and gleam of tears, 
Dreaming in Holyrood halls of passionate faces 

Lifted to one Queen’s face that has conquered years, 
Are not the halls of thy memory haunted places ? 
Cometh there not as a moon (where the blood rust sears 
Floors a-flutter of old with silks and laces) 

Gilding a ghostly Queen, thro’ a mist of tears? 


Proudly here, with a lofty pinnacled splendor, 

Throned in his northern Athens what spells remain 

Sits on the marble lips of the Wizard and render 

Silent the gazer on glory without a stain! 

Here, and here, do we whisper with hearts more tender, 
Tusitala wandered thro’ mist and rain 

Rainbow-eyed and frail and gallant and slender, 
Dreaming of pirate-isles in a jewelled main. 


The same melodious poet, in haunting lines, describes the emotions 
aroused by “‘ Oxford Revisited ” : 


Changed and estranged, like a ghost I pass the familiar portals, 
Echoing now like a tomb, they accept me no more as of old ; 

Yet I go wistfully onward, a shade thro’ a kingdom of mortals 
Wanting a face to greet me, a hand to grasp and to hold. 


Hardly I know as I go if the beautiful City is only 
Mocking me under the moon with its streams and its willows 
agleam, 
Whether the City or friends or I that am friendless and lonely 
Whether the boys that go by or the time-worn towers be the dream ; 


Whether the walls that I know, or the unknown fugitive faces 
Faces like those that I loved, faces that haunt and waylay 
Faces so like and unlike, in the dim unforgetable places, 
Startling the heart into sickness that aches with the sweet of the 
May. 


Over the Radcliffe Dome the moon as the ghost of a flower 
Weary and white awakes in the phantom fields of the sky, 

The trustful shepherded clouds ate asleep over steeple and tower, 
Dark under Magdalen walls the Cher like a dream goes by. 
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THE ANTHOLOGY OF CITIES 
Longfellow in a strain that haunts all of us, states : 


Often I think of the beautiful town 

That is seated by the sea ; 

Often in thought go up and down 

The pleasant streets of that dear old town 
And my youth comes back to me. 


Alice Meyneli sees London as a hooded city : 


O heavenly colour, London town 
Has blurred it from her skies ; 

And hooded in an earthly brown, 
Unheaven’d the city lies. 


To Dr. Mary Brent Whiteside 


Jerusalem is like a tower in the East ; 
The name is like an upward soaring cry ; 


Biskra is like a silver moth, and Capri tells 
Of sapphire sky and water, and pink shells. 
Palermo is a painted dream and Thebes, a cry 
To heedless centuries passing by. 


Lilla Cabot Perry bids us see Tokyo: 


White falls the snow on Fuji, whiter yet 

It lingers on the flowering plum below 

My balcony. The roofs of Tokyo 

With its soft finger-prints are scarcely wet, 
Like cheeks of children who so soon forget, 
And where tears fell with brighter roses’ glow. 


We may not lik it, but in this connection we cannot forget Carl 
Sandberg’s “‘ Chicago ” : 


Hog Butcher for the World, 

Tool Maker, Stacker of Wheat, 

Player with Railroads and the Nation’s 
Freight Handler ; 

Stormy, husky, brawling, 

City of the Big Shoulders. 
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THE POETRY OF CITIES AND CITIES IN POETRY 
Monro Anderson has apostrophised Adelaide : 


Streets a-running straight and wide, a’ looking mighty clean, 
Lying open to the plains—why ! Adelaide I mean. 

Ask me what I’m longing for, or where I’d rather be ; 
Drop me down in Adelaide, that’s good enough for me. 


Edmund Clarence Stedman recalls an inescapable feature of 
“Panama ” : 


Two towers the old Gathedral lifts ia 
Above the sea-walled town,— 

The wild pine bristles from their rifts, 
The runners dangle down; 

In either turret, staves in hand, 

All day the mongrel ringers stand 

And sound, far over bay and land, 
The Bells of Panama. 


Naples is described by Ferdinand Earle as: 


Hill-throned, and with the emerald sky thy crown, 
From pearly cloud to turquoise sea look down, 
Where bald Vesuvius beacons thy renown 

And paints with starless night the sun’s bright beam. 


A favourite subject among cities, Venice, “‘ where the Doges were 
the kings ” and many other poets can say with Mr. Earle: 


It is the city of Saint Mark I sing, 

With her proud pigeons strutting in the Square 
Before a temple and a tower mid-air 

Long built of golden sunlight by a king. 


The hearts of many others go out with that of the Australian 
laureate, Mr. Bernard O’Dowd, to Sydney : 


If towns were maids 

And wild winds wooers on a bridal quest, 
Laurelled with lotuses from Capricorn, 

Sea-dewed from Orient islets of the Blest, 
Perfumed from rimony’s embrace at morn 

In Tasman shades, 
Or over vastness hot-foot from the West— 
Say, do you know 
To what glad goal as needles to the Pole, 
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THE ANTHOLOGY OF CITIES 


Steady as Trades, 
With lips aglow, 
The winds would blow ? 
Whither, but where all year my yearnings go, 
To the Helen, Heloise, 
Of the cities of the Seas, 
Sydney, 
To the Bue LS "gold of Sydney! 


Albert Merat’s “ Poemes de Paris ” give many quaint vignettes like 
the following : 


Les Parisiens, entendus, 
Au riens charmants plus qu’au bien-étre, 
Le font des jardins suspendus : 
D’un simple rebord de fenétre 
e e e * 
On peut voir au toute saison 
Des fils de fer formant treillage 
Faire une féte a la maison 
Des fils de fer formant treillage 


Les autres quartiers de Paris 

Ont des fleurs comme les banlieues ; 
C’est que le ciel est souvant gris, 

Et qu’elles sont rouges et bleues. 


Edmond Rostand also sings of the smaller cities : 


Et cette maison de campagne 
Sentait, lorsque tombait le jour, 

La mousse, comme la montagne, 
Le mystére, comme l’amour ! 


And Francis Jammes depicts an old village : 


Le vieux village etait rempli de roses 

Et je marchais dans la grande chaleur 

Et puis ensuite dans le grand froideur 

De vieux chemins ou les feuilles s’endorment. 


To paraphrase Marcus Aurelius, our poets say “Dear City of 
Cecrops.” Should we not, with Andrew Lang, say of where we have 
out present habitation ? 
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if THE POETRY OF CITIES AND CITIES IN POETRY 
Seek we no further, but abide 
Within this city great and wide. 
In her and for her living, we 
Have no less joy than to be free ; 
Nor death nor grief can quite appal 
The folk that dwell within her wall, 
Nor aught but with our will befall ! 


VI: : , ww 


THE CITIES OF THE FUTURE 


Time brings basic changes in cities. There was a time before the 
days of motor traffic, superstructures and high voltage, when it could 
be written of most cities, in the words of W. E. Henley : 


: The smoke ascends 

In a rosy-and-golden haze. ‘The spires 
Shine, and are changed. In the valley 
Shadows rise. The lark sings on. The sun, 
Closing his benediction, 

Sinks and the darkening air 

Thrills with a sense of the triumphing night. 


These conditions no longer obtain. The picture has changed, as 
will be noted from the pen pictures of contemporary poets that will 
follow. 

Yet some features may never change. William Cullen Bryant’s 
“ Crowded Street ” is a poem such as a profound philosopher might 
have wtitten of ancient Nineveh, Babylon, Athens, Thebes, Argos, 
Pompeii, Rome, of the Aztec cities, of the Middle Age cities of 
Europe, ot of the American cities yesteryear or to-day, as may be 
written a thousand years hence : 


Let me move slowly through the street, 
Filled with an ever-shifting train, 

Amid the sound of steps that beat 
The murmuring walks like autumn rain. 


How fast the flitting figures come ! 
The mild, the fierce, the stony face ; 

Some bright with thoughtless smiles, and some 
Whete secret tears have left their trace. 
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THE ANTHOLOGY OF CITIES 


They pass—to toil, to strife, to rest ; 
To halls in which the feast is spread ; 

To chambers where the funeral guest 
In silence sits beside the dead. 


What will the cities of the future be? Art, Science and Industry will 
combine their best. 

Nor will the poets of to-day let Industry have all the say about the 
building of future cities. The poet will plead with the builders, and 
insist with John Drinkwater that the city shall be 


A shining city, one 

Happy in snow and sun, 
And singing in the rain 

A paradisal strain... . 
Here is a dream to keep, 

O Builders, from your sleep. 


O foolish Builders, wake, 
Take your trowels, take 
The poet’s dream, and build 
The city song has willed, 
That every stone may sing 
And all your roads may ring 
With happy wayfaring. 


And for the city of the future Edwin Markham insists : 


Build greatly, men, for she must shine 
With Athens of the singing Nine— 
Build airily for she must stand 
With Shiraz of the rose-sweet land— 
Build strongly, for her name must be 
With Carthage of the sail-white sea. 


To these Cities of the future we may apply Vachal Lindsay’s 


aspirations 


Builders, toil on. 

Make all complete. 

Make Springfield wonderful. 
Make her renown 

Worthy this day, 

Till, at God’s feet 

Tranced, saved for ever, 
Waits the white town. 
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ABERDEEN 


AIR Northland City! plenished every street 
And passage with the tales of times agone, 
As the rapt stranger gazes long upon 
Thy massy lines, irregularly sweet, 
What strange old memories arise and fleet 
Fast through his soul! What thoughts or sad or fond 
Of some that loved thy walls, and passed beyond, — 
And left thee with their learnéd lore replete— 


Of Byron, Barbour, and of many more. 
This high-reared pile, that stately granite hall 
Commove me, and I fervently exclaim ;— 
From thy soft-welling river to thy shore 
Each charming scene, enthralled, I scan it all ; 
Well hast thou merited thine honoured name! 
A. Gorpon MITCHELL. 


ABERDEEN 


H, sair forfochan here wi’ heat 
QO: weaty for the win’ and weet 
An’ drivin’ drift o’ Union Street 
Frae the Duke tae Babbie Law. 
Then mak’ my bed in Aiberdeen 
An’ tak’ me back Pll no’ compleen 
Though a’ the nicht I lie my lane 
In Aiberdeen awa. 


I fain wad douk in Dee aince mair 
Or clatter doon the market-stair 
Oh, the caller dilse an’ partans there. 
The fishwives mutches draw 
’Neath Marischall’s spire at King’s auld croon 
In hodden grey or scarlet gown 
For future fechts we laid the faun 
In Aiberdeen awa. 
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In mony an unco airt I’ve been 
An mony a gallant city seen, 
_ But here this nicht we drink tae ane 
Can vaunt it awer them a’ 
They say they say fat say they than 
B’en lat them say their say my man 
While clean caup oot an’ haun’ in haun’. 
Here’s Aiberdeen awa. 
CHARLES MuRRAY. 


ABERDEEN 


(Written by Dunbar, the most famous of old Scottish poets, born 1463, on 
“« The Oucen’s Reception,” of which he seems to have been a spectator) 


LYTH Aberdene, thow beriall of all tounis, 
The lamp of bewtie, bountie, and blythnes ; 
Unto the heaven (ascendit) thy renown is, 
Off vertew, wisdome, and of worthiness ; 
He nottit is thy name of nobilnes, 
In to the cumming of our Lustie Quein, 
The well of welth, guid cheir, and merrines, 
Be blyth, and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein. 


And first Hit met the burgess of the toun, 
Richelie arrayit as become thame to be, 
Of quhom they chesit four men of renoun, 
In gounes of velvot, young, abill, and lustie, 
To beir the paill of velvet cramase 
Abone Hir heid, as the custome hes bein ; 
Geyt was the sound of the artelerie. 
Be blyth, and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein. 


Ane fair processioun mett Hir at the Port, 
In a cap of gold and silk, full pleasantile, 
Syne at her Entrie, with many fair disport, 
Ressavit hir on stretitis lustilie ; 
Quhait first the salutatioun honorabilly 
Of the sweitt Virgin, guidlie mycht be seine ; 
The sound of mentrallis blawing to the sky ; 
Be blyth and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein, 
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And syne thow gart the Orient kingis thrie 
Offer to Chryst, with benyng reverence, 
Gold, sence, and mir, with all humilitie, 
Schaw and Him King with most magnificence ; 
Syne quhow the Angill, with sword of violence, 
- Furth of the joy of Paradise putt clein 
Adame and Eve for inobedience ; 
Be blyth and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein. 
And syne the Bruce, that evir was bold in stour, 
Thow gart as Roy cum rydand under croun, 
Rich an full, strang, and large of portratour, 
As nobill, dreidfull, michtie campioun ; 
The (nobill Stewarts) syne, of great renoun, 
Thow gart upspring, with branches new and greine, 
Sae gloriouslie, quhilk glaided all the toun: 
Be blyth and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein. 


Syne come thair four and twentie madinis ying, 
All claid in greine of marvelous bewtie, 

With hair detressit, as threidis of gold did hing, 
With quhyt hattis all browderit rycht bravelie, 
Play and on timberallis, and syng and rycht sweitlie : 
That seimile sort, in ordour weill besein, 
Did meet the Quein, her saluand reverentlie : 


Be blyth and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein. 


The streittis war all hung with tapestrie, 
Great was the press of peopill dwelt about, 
And pleasant padyheanes playit prettelie ; 
‘The legeiss all did to thair Lady loutt, 
Quha was convoyed with ane royall routt 
Off gryt barrounes and lustie ladyis (schene) : 
Welcome, our Quein! The commons gaif ane schout ; 


Be blyth and blisfull, burgh of Aberdein. 
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AIKEN 
SoutH CAROLINA 


AMELIAS, and cardinals, and trees 
( That shape their silhouettes like fairy scrawl 
Across the sky’s impenetrable wall, 
And ivory magnolia chalices 
On strangely dwarfed arms held to catch the rain, 
And little shops, ambitious wide-set lights, 
And streets that yesterday were paths, and sights 
Of Progress—wistful that she works in vain. 
They live in Aiken as we drink rare wine— 
With exquisite content, until their death 
Is but a lingeringly restful breath 
After the draught. They die like their divine 
Camelias: I saw one in a flame— 
It did not die—It just forgot its name. 
GERTRUDE NASON CARVER. 


: ALBANY 
Cre as the river shining at her feet, 


Mature, serene, mistress of self she stands, 
A gracious hostess with extended hands, 
Sun-crowned and richly dowered and discreet. 
More just than kind, in her cool virtues meet, 
From stately halls she voices the commands 
That change the destinies of far-flung lands, 
And guide the traffic of the thronging street. 


They chose her well who bade her arbitrate 
Between the mighty factions that oppose 
And must confound a heart less sternly wise, 
So, Queenly Sovereign of the Empire State, 
Loved of her friends, respected by her foes, 
She looks on life with understanding eyes. 
Mo.tiy ANDERSON Hatey. 
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ANTWERP. 


RAVE city by the waters, proved once more, 
As in the olden days, by sword and fite, 
My free heart loves the upward-pointing spire 
Of thy cathedral. Bowing I adore 
Christ on the Cross, as Rubens did of yore. 
Then, rising up, would view the harbour nigher 
Where mighty ships sail by the prison dire 
Of cruel days—our own and those before. 


Off in the silence of another square 

Rises the dwelling of the printer’s art 

Where eager scholars wrought with loving heart 

Choice books, the treasures of our later day. 

Brave souls and constant, with a patience rare 

Conquering adverse fate, as heroes may. 
EizABETH S, DICKERMAN. 


ASSISI 


SSISI is not village, crag, or knoll. 
A The holy spirit of St. Francis stays, 
And casts its beauty on remembered ways. 

It is not stone. Its substance is of soul. 
The wonder lies on every cypress-bole, 

On every by-way where he passed with praise, 

Sharing the glory of his sainted days 
With bird and wolf and serpent in his hole. 


Grey as a friar, Assisi yet is light 
With the resembling light of Palestine, 
From him whose spirit dazzles now as then, 
Through undimmed days and the enkindled night ! 
Taper and star, the hill-town lifts a shrine 
Above the valley-sordidness of men. 
Jutia Cootry ALTROCCHI. 
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AUSTIN 
HE leans upon her violet hills at ease 
At the plains’ edge: innocent and secure, 
Keeper of sacred fountains, quaintly sure, 
Greek draperies fluttering in the prairie-breeze. 
She stands tiptoe and looks across the seas, 
Where older lands and richer shrines allure, 
Wistful, that she is young and crude and poor— 
But secret-sure that she is proud as these. 


Her sons bring delicate plunder home, to grace 
Houses discreet, and gardens sweetly walled— 
She is enamoured of the fit and fair. 
Far-gathered treasures in her love find place : 
White peacocks where the prairie-schooners crawled— 
Italian roses in her sunburnt hair. 
K. Witson Baker. 


BAGHDAD BY MOONLIGHT 


OU may call her a wrinkled old vixen, 
And say that she’s everything bad, 
But you won’t see a trace of the lines on her face 
When the moon lifts her lamp o’er Baghdad. 


Pll admit that by day she is ghastly— 
But the fairest of visions I’ve had 

Cannot equal the sight as, suffused in the light 
Of the full midnight moon, sleeps Baghdad. 


Then the shades of great Haroun-al-Raschid, 
And our old friend the sailor Sinbad, 
Step into a boat down the river to float, 
Past the turrets and domes of Baghdad. 
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Oh! those Tales of the Nights in Arabia 
I conned o’er when I was a lad— 

Oh! those glorious days when the mischievous fays 
Hide-and-seek-ed in the streets of Baghdad ! 


When I packed up my kit-bag for Blighty, 
T assure you I didn’t feel sad— 

But still in my dreams I see the moonbeams 
Illumine the town of Baghdad. ; om, 

While the river-mists creep o’er the city asleep, 
And the ghosts stalk about in Baghdad. 


CHRISTOPHER DINEBERG. 


BALTIMORE 


Has sheltered every creed from earliest days ; 
She sits supreme beside the parting ways 
Of North and South, and in her lap doth hold 
The gifts of each. She cherishes enrolled 
Among her children, poet sons whose lays 
Sweetness and light have shed in lengthening rays— 
Lanier and Poe, and Key who sang of old. 


A CITY fair whose banner’s quartered gold 


With commerce of the world her ports are filled, 
Her streets with traffic yet she turned from these 
To service high, and spread her gracious hand 
Vast seats of learning and research to build, 
Where men have sought out nature’s mysteries 
To bless and heal mankind in every land. 
SAMUEL McLANAHAN. 
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BALTIMORE, MARYLAND 


ONG miles of docks that fringe the harbour’s rim, 
| ’ And circle the old Fort with modern trade : 
For ships of all the world are here displayed. 

Here too glow furnace-fires that never dim. 
Next, narrow streets that change by curious whim, 

The names that echo History, then fade 

into the newer town, where are arrayed 
The busy shops, and markets wide and trim. 


Beyond rise stately houses, church and school, 
Wide avenues where pansies bloom in spring, 
Broad parks where one may take one’s ease or play. 
A healing land, with science as its tool ; 
A gracious land, for here the South begins, 
Remembers yesterday, yet lives to-day. 
GEORGIANA SIMMONS GITTINGER. 


BANGOR, CO. DOWN 


NOW my laurel plant in Bangor Town, 
Which old Saint Comgall founded, records show 
In the sixth century ; and should it grow 
Like to this charming haunt of County Down, 
Then it will share the glory of that crown 
Worn by the Queen of Irish sea-side places, 
Where happy tourists crowd with joy-lit faces 
Each gilded summer. 
It were sin to frown 
On this delightful beach ; while bather’s laughter 
Carries infection round the horse-shoe strand, 
That might dispel all winter ever after. 
Alas ! cold fact, those whims of fancy bann’d, 
Forbids me dressing thought ; nor may I graft her 
On the vernacular of Fairy Land. 
ROBERT CLARK. 
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BATH 
(Aque Solis.) 


QO RESTFUL city, compassed by the heights. 


Those silent wardens that round thee have taised 
Their tree-clad slopes for ages, while men praised 
Thy loveliness and charm! Thine are the sites 
Of Roman baths and temple ;—thine the nights 
And days whose rare magnificence amazed 
The votaries of fashion, as they gazed 
On Nash’s gay assemblies and delights ! 


Immortal Bath! No modern town can share 
Thy visions of the past ; like shadowing shroud 
They fold themselves about thy heart, for shere 
Still rise the “‘ waters of the sun ”’ endowed 
With healing power. Gracious beyond compare 
Thou standest—and the whole wide world is proud ! 
Brssiz HAWKINS. 


BATH 


FEAR no rift when from my quiet home 

I I step into the long familiar street ; 

. ?Tis but as if with casual, practised feet 

I trod the threshold to a larger room ; 

All freshly garnished with a living bloom, 
Where every corner holds its treasure sweet, 
An airy prospect or a calm retreat, 

Serene in gladness, tranquil still in gloom. 


And so I think ’twill be in Paradise ; 
A place of cloistered freedom not mote strange 
Than this harmonious city in its peace ; 
A gentle habitation framed to please, 
Soft-walled in like contentment, by a range 
Of hills divanned against the open skies. 
G.apbys SINGERS-BIGGER. 
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BELFAST, MAINE 
(A New Encianp Coast-Town) 


QUIET town, whose pulse beats with the tide, 
Cresting a hill above the splendid bay ; 
And all its streets tend sea-ward—every way 
Leads to the wharves and coves where coasters ride. 
Shaded by elms, with flowers on either side, 
Are pillared houses, painted white, with grey 
Foundation granite; relics of a day 
When ships sailed hence to voyage ocean-wide. 


Over the doorways graceful fan-lights spread ; 
Or carven scrolls of eagle, star and shield 
Attest the skill of sculptors maritime. 
The parlour-walls speak proudly of the dead 
In lithograph of brig or ship; they yield 
The nabob’s fame—the Viking-heart of him ! 
May FoitweE tt HotrsIncTron. 


BENARES CITY 


NCIENT centre of the world’s inferno, 
A Kashi sacred to the mighty Siva 
Full of temples to the Hindu Veda, 

Where the weary Pilgrims chanting echo... 
Lord who slays and reawakes the Ego 

At the burning ghats in life’s fell fever, 

While the ashes in the Ganges water 
Atomiz’d by fire, dissolve to zero. 


Motley crowds pervade the fetid mazes 
Holy animals and fakirs saintly, 

Brahmans, nautch-girls, beggars whining praises— 
Dominate the scene. Anon some Yogi 

Sitting tranquil as a god amazes 
Isolated in Benares City ! H. KniGut-Earon. 


(The term isolated means moreover “ Xaivalya,” the isolation or Aloneness of a 
Devotee of the Samkhya Philosophy.) 
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BENARES 


7 ] NHOU wondrous city, what strange forces dread 
Sustain thee, changeless through the changing years, 
Thy hungry altars stained with blood and tears, 
Lord of a nation’s life, tomb of her dead ? 
Shall Time, like Ganges’ flood whose waters shed 
Thy crumbling river-walls, o’erwhelm our ears 
With thunder-crash of thy fall’n might that rears, 
Crowned with a thousand fanes, its arrogant head ? ... 


Musing I see thy age-worn idols rolled 
In dust ; far driven the apes and bulls that strayed 
Round thy sunk shrines, once gay with marigold ; 
Thy drums unbeat, thy sordid rites unpaid, 
Thy funeral fires, that fringed the wave, grown cold, 
And all thy hoary strength in ruins laid. W.TreGo Wess. 


BENARES 


HOU, golden-tower’d city, shrine of Faith, 
Where silver Ganges threads her northern course, 
Refuge for eld. Thou; wov’n with many a wreath 
Of legend, song, their holy fountain-soutce ; 
Where hymns and vesper-bells at eve resound 
And Vedic chants recall the gods on high; 
Like children clasping mother dear around, 
Life’s pilgrims, as an Ark, to Thee, here fly. 


Thy past in hallowed glory shines afar— 
O’er tyrant’s rage, still o’er the tide of time, 
Thou, scene of contests fierce of faiths, of war, 
In triumph riding victorious, sublime, 
The hermitage, the goal of earthly race, 
God-guarded city thrive in lordly grace! A. C. Basu, M.A. 


[Benares, the holy city of the Hindus, situated on the tight bank of the Ganges, 
400 miles above Calcutta, is one of the oldest cities in the world. It has been cele- 
brated in Hindu legend and song from about 1200 B.c. It was the scene of contests 
of several faiths—Hinduism, Buddhism and Islamism. The Ganges here moves 
in a northern bend before falling in a south-easterly direction. Benares contains 
some 1500 temples of the gods and goddesses of the Hindu Pantheon, The prin- 
cipal temple is that of Viswandth (a name for one of the Hindu Trinity) and close 
to it, is that of goddess Annapurnd (the mother-deity, Viswandth’s consort). Every 
yeat, pilgrims flock here in large numbers from all parts of India. Many like to 
enjoy here in old age, the sweet repose of calm meditation which is the very atmo- 
sphere of the place. Benares has now a University.] 


59 


BENICIA, CALIFORNIA 


HE inmost harbour point from Golden Gate, 
| The bottle-neck where river currents meet 
And battle with the tidal bore; once seat 
Of government for first Pacific state. 
The chosen arsenal to educate 
The future general, whom fate decreed 
As Lincoln’s version of ‘‘ You can’t secede.” 
Grant’s hammer blows! They yet reverberate. 


You were an outpost; now the hinterland 
Has been subdued ; the desert once so drear 
Is ever smiling, fruitful, warm, and bland. 
And empire’s commerce passes very near 
Your open door; you lend a helping hand, 
Your chosen heritage from yester-year. 
C. S. JARvIs. 


BERLIN, NEW HAMPSHIRE 


THIN the great North Country, wide and free, 
\ \ *Mid mountains grand, that seek to meet the sky— 
In snug content, with chimneys rising high, 
A city hums with throb of industry. 
Tis small, as cities go, and crude to see; 
But day and night the great mills roar and sigh— 
The river’s waters rush unceasing by, 


The acid fumes rise on the air in glee. 


The mills grind forests up with lightning speed, 
The workers toil with strength of hand and will— 
The town looks to the Mill for every need ; 
The city’s streets go straggling up the hill— 
But Berlin looks below—the Mill its creed— 
And feels not old New Hampshire’s mighty thrill ! 
GerorGE E, Sucy. 
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BETHLEHEM 


IKE a fair folded rose, the sun drifts down 
Through the still purple of the darkening skies 
And quick start out the patterned ivories, 
And sudden evening whiteness of the town, 
With glimmering windows golden in their brown 
Faint lattices, and clustering walls that rise 
Where Ruth once met the morn with love-lit eyes, 
And David sang, nor dreamed to wear a crown. 


Soft sounds, persuasive flutings, still there are, 
Pale Bethlehem, thy grey, small woods among ! 
Shepherds still pipe their flocks down those warm, far, 
Wind-murmuring vales the rapt Kings rode along, 
When blossomed in the dawn a silver star, 
And bright-winged birds of God woke earth with song. 
BLANCHE WINDER. 


BETHLEHEM 


HE holds no trophies heaped about her head, 
S No heroes’ dastard deeds by time made sweet, 
No palace where the moth and lizard meet, 
No haughty mausoleum of the dead. 
But for her bravest show the awkward tread 
Of camels, and of asses’ tired feet. 
But once a stranger climbed her ancient street 
And found a manger for her lowly bed. 


O ignorant and blind, ye fools and kings, 
Pass by. Yet on her brow one deathless night 
She wore a star. ‘There was a flash of wings, 
And Heaven walked upon her lonely height. 
Along her hills the padding camel swings, 
And age-old asses cross her evening light. 
CATHERINE POSTELLE. 
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BILOXI 


PPROACHING from the sea I view a line 
A Of moss-hung oaks and grass and homes, a blend 
Of white and green, with faintest grey. They lend 
A tinge of colour to the sands that shine 
Below. And when I land a slight incline 
Leads up a narrow street. My way I wend 
Into the heart of the quaint town; and bend 
My thoughts to those of old who did design 
Biloxi! Lovely city of the coast ! 
As slowly through the old-time streets I roam, 
At shady corners oft appears a ghost, 
The wraith of Iberville ; this beauteous home 
He built. To tell Biloxi’s virtues most 
In full would take no sonnet but a tome. 
Lucite BRAKENRIDGE TILL. 


BRISTOL 


N old, old city, from whose crowded quays 
Brave Cabot sailed, to know the world was wide: 
Where Templar and Crusader, in their pride 
Passed to the martial stir of bygone days. 
Bold merchant-princes trod her narrow ways, 
And sent her fame on far-off Western tide. 
Hero and patriot, saint and martyr died, 
To guard her honour. Poets sang her praise. 


Then flashed in brilliance, like a meteor gleam, 
Her glory and her pain—her wayward son— 
Who lit his life’s brief track with sudden fire. 
Through tears I read the page of Chatterton, 
In some far kinship with his radiant dream— 
I, too, was born beneath fair Redcliffe’s <pire. 
JANE PRoTHERO Norv. 
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BRISTOL 


OFTY my theme as yonder hill-top spire, 
And deeper than thy caverned castle-moat, 
Broad as the waters where thy good ships float, 
And harking back to Druid’s sacred fire— 
Bristol! dear city of my heart’s desire : 
Thy breed of bold adventurers, who wrote 
Their page of England’s story. High the note 
Struck by thy sons upon the tuneful lyre. ~~ 


Man’s ruder works thy charms may never crush : 
Who wills, may walk, nor pass beyond thy pale, 
*Mid leafy ways, or where thy Downs are flush 
With dazzling bloom of May, or in the vale 
Beneath, where Avon’s tides their murmuring hush, 
To hear the music of the nightingale. 
Tasor DAVIEs. 


BRISTOL 


le | SHE blue smoke curls from chimneys tall and round, 
And spires stand straight and clear against the sky ; 
The sluggish Avon winds her waters by 
As years ago, when Cabot westward bound 
Set sail from ’twixt her banks. The sound 
Of streaming traffic rises like a sigh 
From busy streets, now broken by the cry 
Of newsboys; or by seaward hooters drowned. 


Oh! Bristol, you are very old, despite 
Your red-roofed houses and your factory walls 
Which immolate your ancient masonry ! 
And Bristol, you have fashion’d in the flight 
Of time, an entity whose spirit calls 
Invention, enterprise and work for Thee ! 
ConsTANCE WILLIAMS. 
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BRISTOL 
(A city with peculiar associations for Americans) 


QUEEN’S our city, viewed from Dundry Hill 
Remotely silent, virgin-veiled in smoke : 
Her markets prosper with the life-blood stroke 
Of sea-borne trade and commerce, beating still 
Incessant from the time when faith and skill 
Of merchant-venturers descried, and broke 
Into, far seas and fabled lands. Her folk, 
Their very breed, new destinies fulfil ; 


And, as in former days she won her crown 
By citizens of truth and high endeavour, 
So yet she may. Were but her slums pulled down,— 
Acres of packed, mean tenements,—homes, never,— 
None but would emulate in fair renown 
Our Bristol, by and in and for God ever. 
J. W. G. Heaven. 


BRUGES 


EAUTIFUL Bruges, your little waters flow 
B By shadowy arches where the white swans pass ; 
The feet of priests are quiet in your grass 
And children lean from bridges where below 
The stones grew old and mossy long ago. 
I can remember how your twilight was 
Ringing with bells more sweet than strucken glass 
In an old music that I did not know. 


But now the distant pictures of your ways 
Are like one bridge above a golden stream, 
And all your roofs and yellow fall leaves seem 
A silence where the spirit belfry plays 
A tune among the waters of a dream, 
O beautiful Bruges, where every dreamer stays. 
Mavis CLARE BARNETT. 
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BRUGES 


HAT have I kept of all you gave to me ? 
What memory that no iconoclast 
Dare touch? The pictured, living, pensive Past 
Wearing her old dreams so majestically. 
Cream-habited, the Carmelite I see, 
And dames in classic folds of flowing black, 
Boatmen adrift adown a mystic track, 
Vows echoes hear of Perpetuity. 
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These, yes. But one I call from out a room 
Of guests immortal in Enchantment’s dress, 
A nun, whose lovely face will sometimes loom,— 
Perennial Witchery and Wistfulness,— 
Who turned Time’s glass behind her grill of Blea 
To give to her dead world one last caress. 
FLORENCE M. Braprorp. 


BRUGES 


BRUGES, upon the waters, 
O How fair thy turrets throng ! 
And all thy roofs are pictures, 
And every bridge a song. 


And softly glide thy barges 
By poplar-bordered quays, 

And sweetly from thy belfry 
Float poems on the breeze. 


Thy gentle sons could pencil 
Old legends of the Rhine, 

St. Ursule and her maidens, 
Scenes quaint and scenes divine ; 
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And happy hands still fashion 
Things beautiful and rare, 
And time with thee, is music, 

And art with thee, is prayer. 


O Bruges, upon the waters, 
All grace to thee belongs, 
And all thy roofs are pictures, 
And all thy bridges songs. 
ANNA TUNSTON. 


BUCKINGHAM 


HIS is our Buckingham ; 
A quaint old town 
Set amid meadow-land, 
Cornfield and Down. 


Round here the hawthorn-foam 
Whitens the Spring. 

Summer blushes with the rose; 
Sweet throstles sing. 


Men may find in prouder towns 
Through English shires, 

Beauty wrought of carven stone ; 
Tall flow’ring spires. 


But to our Buckingham 
Nature comes near ; 

Beauty blossoms in her fields, 
And peace dwells here. 


E. S. Mgap. 
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BURLINGTON 


HERE tall white cliffs rise sheer from Northern Sea, 
\ \ Encircled with the sheen of seabird wings— 
The pulsing sea—once sailed by roving kings— 
*Mid pleasant meadows flecked with gorse and broom, 
Through mellowing centuries has grown the town. 
Proud Burlington—with stately Priory. 


Here brooding o’er the everchanging sea 
Uprising guardianly from furrowed wold, 
Whence skylarks soar in sunset-flaming gold ; 
The things that were—are still the things to be. 
Where Priors paced—is merchants’ daily path 
Down orchard-scented lane of Apple Garth. 
And Age still lists the moaning harbour bar 
For Youth—from rockbound lighthouse, glows a star. 
MARGARET ANDERSON. 


BURNHAM-ON-SEA 


OW dear the doings of this little Town, 
The friendly gossip of the one long street, 


And in the shopping hours the tread of feet 
Of busy housewives going up and down. 
What if in Winter’s storms the Heavens frown 
Old folk sit close where firesides glow with peat ; 
If summer ? Then, Ah! young life is so sweet, 
And the small jetty gleams with gala gown! 


I would not barter thee, O wind-swept place, 
With old grey Church where the brave forebears lie 
Of cheerful folk who pass in brine-swept wind, 
For Earth’s great Cities ; Town not fair of face, 
But sunny and all open to the sky, 
For in this little Town the folks are kind. 
PETRONELLA O’DONNELL. 
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CALCUTTA SLEEPS 


ALCUTTA sleeps. The sluggish river moves 
With drowsy current neath the mud-washed bank, 
Each twinkling light upon its bosom roves 
Like elf begemmed wandering in forest dank, 
The pale facade of pillar, arch and dome, 
Bathed in the blaze beyond, now ghostly gleams, 
Like some enchanted city, once the home 
Of spellbound virgin whom her knight redeems. 


The throngéd ways, echoing with mingled hum 
Of men of myriad moods and minds, are dumb ; 
The lightninged car, the chariot and its steed, 
The creaking cart, ply not with busy speed ; 
Hushed as the silver stars above she sleeps, 
For one brief hour and lo! the grey dawn peeps. 
H. W. B. Moreno. 


CALCUTTA 


OW, lying mist—a rising sun, 
A green delightful plain : 
A busy City’s steady hum— 
Calcutta wakes again. 


The river’s bosom moves and heaves 
The thickly-clustered ships, 

And on the banks the spirit moves 
Devotion’s praying lips. 


Memorial dome, cathedral spire, 
Proud palace, bristling fort : 
The rising sun in climbing higher 
Its golden gleam has caught. 
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It lit thy Maidan’s open plain, 
Shone through the winter air : 

Anon it kissed the fleecy mist 
Which vanished in the glare. 


The setting sun—the evening glow, 
The mournful Cenotaph, 
Where silent sentries stand and show 
Calcutta’s autograph. in 
‘ J. Munroz. 


CALGARY OF THE PLAINS 


OT of the seething cities with their swarming human hives, 
Their fetid airs, their reeking streets, their dwarfed and poisoned 
lives, 
Not of the buried yesterdays, but of the days to be, 
The glory and the gateway of the yellow West is she. 


The Northern Lights dance down her plains with soft and silvery feet, 
The sunlight gilds her prairies when the dawn and daylight meet ; 
Along her level lands the fitful southern breezes sweep, 

And beyond her western windows the sublime old mountains sleep. 


The Redman haunts her portals, and the Paleface treads her streets, 
The Indian’s stealthy footstep with the course of commerce meets, 
And hunters whisper vaguely of the half forgotten tales 

Of phantom herds of bison lurking on her midnight trails. 


Not hers the lore of olden lands, their laurels and their bays ; 
But what are these, compared to one of all her perfect days ? 
For naught can buy the jewel that upon her forehead lies— 
The cloudless sapphire Heaven of her territorial skies. 

E. PAULINE JOHNSON. 
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CALGARY 


ERE, where the Elbow and the Bow unite, 
After long travel from each mountain source, 
Tumultuous waters, merging their delight 
In married majesty and calmer course, 
The City of the Foothills hath been reared. 
One hand, outstretched, with welcome gesture calls 
To all the eastern prairie, sunlight-cheer’d ; 
The other points where western view enthrals : 


*Mid shadowy chasms, veiled in purple haze, 
Rise mountain peaks, strewn in disorder vast, 
Imperious majesty—a giant maze— 
Uplifting ever those who, prison’d fast, 
While treading life’s necessities’ full round, 
Beholding this, have inspiration found. 
JENNIE Storx HI. 


CALGARY: CITY OF THE FOOTHILLS 


HROUGH rich reserves of Nature’s untold store, 
] To where the prairie—that great inland sea— 
Rolls towards the Rockies, fain the goal must be 

Of the long climb from the Laurentian shore. 
On sheltered site, where roved and ranged of yore 

Great herds of buffalo, stands Calgary ; 

Ringed round with hills, braced by fresh winds ard free 
And running waters o’er their pebbled floor. 


City of sunshine on a world’s highway, 
Environed by impetuous mountain streams, 
That meet and clasp her in a close embrace. 
Buoyant as they is she, at work or play, 
Not bartering for fears or idle dreams 
Faith in the future of her favoured place. 


ANNIE GLEN BRODER. 
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CAMBRIDGE 


ONG praises I could sing of Lud’s old town ; 
Yet there is one to which my fancy yields, 
Whose glory’s blazoned on a score of shields ; 
She’s won her country and herself renown. 
Her chiselled gates, her vine-clad walls, grown brown, 
Her river trailing through the fen and fields, 
The long-famed triumph of her oarsman’s keels, 
Old Cambridge, classic realm of cap and gown. 


Beneath her star-lit skies, visions through trees 
And vaulted choirs, give largess to man’s soul ; 
Her scholars, poets, drifting at their ease 
Dream deeds, gain understanding to control 
Empires of thought—apart, by many seas— 
Build citadels of Truth, for Beauty’s goal. 
Mary CruTtTENDEN-PERCY. 


CAPETOWN 
(‘THE OcEAN TAVERN ’’) 


HEN Dias and Da Gama came groping for the East, 
When inch by inch they dared the unmeasur’d sea, 
Quoth mine Host of the Tavern, 
From his high cloud-cavern, 

** Here be sailor-men at last to sup with me.” 


“When the hills and rolling valleys were shaped by destiny, 
And the rosy crags ranged wide in bright array,” 
(Quoth he, that old Mountain) 
“From fissure and from fountain 
My lot to fill the flagons by the way.” 


‘‘T have seen the merry dolphins pass for ages at my feet, 
The spouting whales loom black within the bay, 
Twice, thrice, afar winging, 
Strange ships there sped flinging 
O’er curving prow the snowy, pluméd spray.’ 
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“Yet none there came with flagon to taste of my good cheer, 
Of the sailing folk who skim the desert sea— 
Now turn to my table— 
Are ye mirage or fable 
That on ye steal nor stay to sup with me?” 


But sweet to the fancy of the bold Portuguese 
Blew the spicy breath to-morrow’s breeze might bring, 
And East they must follow, 
Though weary as a swallow 
For land and the folding of the wing. 


Oh, many a ship of Portugal crept doggéd from the North, 
Yet never dropped an anchor in the bay, 
(Quoth mine Host of the Tavern, 
“From fissure and from cavern, 


When shall I fill the flagons by the way ?”’) 


Till flying burst Saldanha before a snarling gale, 
And fell on the bosom of the land, 
He first at the Mountain, 
Clear pool and crystal fountain, 
An empty flagon brimmed with eager hand. 


So turned the men of Portugal aside on the way, 
The thirsty men who sailed the maddening sea, 
No more after winging, 
Ashoreward came swinging 
The wave-worn craft to portals wide and free ! 


Now armed ships of Amsterdam rode lordly in the bay, 
Lying deep with Orient cargoes rare as gold, 
And when East and West meeting, 
Great guns roared in greeting, 
Seaward the spouting whales affrighted rolled. 


1 Table Mountain. 
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Then anchored lusty mariners of Plymouth in the West 
And drank with the Dutch and Portuguese— 
In the madness of roaming, 
In the joy to be homing, 
They were brothers bound beside the waiting seas. 


And loud rang the tavern with music of the world, 
The laughter and the hatred and the love 
Of far, hoary cities, 
Their gay and tender ditties 
Floated childlike to the Silence lying Aa 


And sweet sang the waters of the Mountain and the mist 
As they leapt like silver salmon day by day— 
“Oh, swift to the Tavern 
From fountain and from cavern 
We go to fill the flagons by the way.” 
ETHELREDA LEWIS. 


CARTHAGE 
S OW it with salt where men went to and fro 


Lost in their daily maze of common cares ; 
Sow it with salt where rose old trodden stairs 
To shrines forgotten; and thrice deeply sow 
The wharves whose galleys went as still ships go, 
Cruising and trading, offering rich men’s wares. 
Carthage is dead; and night-beats dig their lairs 
Where once her turrets pierced the evening’s glow. . 


Words dropped like stars through time’s unending space— 
Dido and Hannibal, Sidon and Tyre and Spain— 
Purple and gold and slaves and ivory— 
Only these words are left ; and Dido’s face 
Of anguish when AEneas sailed again ; 
Hannibal’s rage; and Cato’s enmity. 
MirtaM ALLEN Des Forp. 
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CHARLESTON, SOUTH CAROLINA 


UARDED by stately pine and pale sand dune ; 
Gay with azaleas, tinted flaming bright .. . 
Magnolia petals, sweet and starry white . 
Coral pomegranate . . . jessamine festoon ; 
Your harbour signal’s faintly rhythmic rune 
Drifts in across the perfumed summer night, 
Breathing the salt tide’s turning, and the flight 
Of wings on seaward isles in moonlit June: 


As treasured rose leaves hauntingly repeat 
Some long-forgotten hour of ecstasy, 
‘Wafting enchantment in a fragrance fleet . . 
City of subtle spell, your witchery 
Floods all the troubled heart with solace sweet 
From gardens old, salt-scented by the sea. 
EsTHER B. MEANS. 


CHICKENS IN CHELSEA 


OW in the morning when I have my bath 

I hear estatic rural aftermath. 

Of new laid eggs—and cocks that crow at dawn 
Chant forth their praises to the early morn. 


I thank the people who in this great city 
Upon our dusty urban ears have pity 
Who keep behind their small back-garden wall 
A chicken with the country in its call. 
BabA Carr. 
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CHERAW 


DREAM crest City, where the love-dream lies, 
Fresh from its pools has wreathed the haloed ground, 
As street on street her silvery sands unwound, 
Till the dream City’s robed beneath blue skies, 
So sweet Cheraw, in stainless splendours rise, 
From thy deep sleep and careless dream profound, 
To lead that virgin State which closed thee round, 
And cleave the full love of adoring eyes. 


A moment yet, and yonder’s full orbed sun, 
Shall teem once mote to moonlit dreams below, 
In those still dunes rimmed on the western shore ; 
Then fair, like him, when night-seals reeling run, 
Lean thy sweet head o’er twinkling lights that glow, 
And in still silence dream a City’s pun. 
Rosert J. PRINCE. 


CHICAGO 


HY gaze, great city, doth with too much pride 
Survey thy mart, where multitudinous feet 
Barter with prudent purse; thy swarming street, 
Through which huge traffic scarce can float its tide ; 
Thy factoried acres, where tall chimneys bide, 
Dusking with dull grey fumes day’s azure sweet ; 
Thy dingy, lake-laved piers, where barges meet, 
To puff their dripping bulks o’er waters wide. 


Yet oft in pictured hall thy foot is found, 
Where paint outblushes the red eastern cloud, 
Or where through magic of orchestral sound 
Delight and beauty to thy bosom crowd. 
At times thy thought in some sweet book is drowned, 
Or in mute transport of devotion bowed. 
ScHUYLER R. MYERs, 
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CHICAGO 


TIDELESS shore with ships from Liverpool ; 
A The sleek, be-ribboned cattle’s plaintive low ; 
A puny voice commands, “ Reverse your flow!” 
A chastened river bows to human rule. 
An inland city boast a naval school ; 
A ptairie land where mountain masses rise 
In masonry; a net of trackage lies 
Alert to serve the traffic vestibule. 


Atlantis incarnate, and reeking Tyre ; 
A Greek Parthenon’s classic gilded dome ; 
Vesuvian cones, with blasts of living fire ; 
A prestige unachieved by ancient Rome ; 
A strength majestic, and a purpose higher 
Than Czsar’s sway—a happy people’s home. 
C. S. Jarvis. 


CHICAGO 


ROM embryonic state thou hast emerged, 
Adorned with majesty, and beauty blest ; 
Consuming fire thine imperfections purged ; 
Misfortune was to be thy crucial test ! 
Phenomenal thy growth since those dark hours ! 
Thy commerce, of the greatest magnitude, 
Is rivalled only by thy parks, whose flow’rs 
Border each path and ev’rywhere are strewed ! 


Thy architecture stands art unsurpassed ; 
Thy buildings lift their stately heads to heav’n ; 
Thy pier, resplendent, by the Lake, so vast, 
Sees none depart without some solace giv’n ! 
Speed on, triumphant one! Thou art possessed 
Of all that shall proclaim thee first and best! 
BEULAH THOMPSON PEDEN. 


76 


CHICAGO 


REAT City of the prairies and the lakes— 
What shall, what can, the poet sing of thee, 
Huge Titan, proud, and arrogant, and free, 
At whose least movement a vast empire quakes ? 
In fear great Jove his lofty throne forsakes, 
Thy mighty wrath, thy fearful ire to see, 
The roar and rumble of thy rage to flee, 
That stuns the skies, and all Olympus shakes. 


Thy forges and thy workshops know no rest, 
Thy commerce, busy marts, and industries : 
A hundred cities suckle at thy breast, 
A thousand towns supply thy granaries ; 
City of Nations, as thou seek’st thy goal, 
Forget not that the body hath a soul ! 
CHARLES HoopEr. 


CHICAGO 


HERE is a city with a heart of smoke, 
Over whose plains the wands of beauty play, 


With gulls that weave their white wings in the grey, 
Stooping to park-ponds with an arrowed stroke, 
Circling the sooty chimneys to invoke 
A dream from ugliness ; and winds that stray, 
Golden from the prairies not too far away, 
Sapphire from the lakes to lift the black smoke ; 


A seething place, grotesquely beautiful, 
A vulgar girl, with grimy, ragged skirt, 
And iron-muscled frame and sandy hair, 
And eyes wherein a soul soars like a gull ; 
A blend of iron, water, flame and dirt, 
—The City of the Lake, uncouth and fair. 
Jutta CooLzy ALTROCCHI. 


Ud: 


CHICAGO 


GREY-CLAD Empress sits she by the Lake ; 
A She bids the waves recede, the tides to cease, 
The winds to whirl and calm, the storms decrease ; 

But yet, her feet, soil-wet with slime, do ache 
To loose them from the sands, to freely shake, 

The holding moisture from their soles, release 

Her body that would soar to heights in peace, 
And, wrapped in ermine, all the sloth forsake. 


While as she sits in regal slavery there 
Beside the glory of the wide sea’s thrill, 
She dreams her dreams, and in her pinioned sleep 
She squeezes all the little souls that bare 
And naked flutter in her hands until 
They burst ; and that is golden which was cheap. 
LEONE KENTON LOWDEN. 


CHICAGO 


ETROPOLIS, a place of wonder still ! 
M You rose from marshland near an inland sea, 
Where not too long ago the skin teepee, 
The Redman’s lodge, adorned a sedgy rill. 
Since Eighteen-three, Man’s trust in God and skill 
Has put you there, renowned, majestic, free. 


Such record seems a whim of poesy— 
And yet I know your motto is: “I will!” 


But more! One time you were a Fairyland, 
Where Beauty dwelt as queen a dream-age long— 
A market, where the World her gems displayed 
And sludge and ugliness were contraband. 
My City, yours remains a master-song 
Whose melody by more than Man was made! 
Po HO Ho Aare: 
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TWILIGHT IN CHICAGO 
(Written at the Michigan Central R.R. Station.) 


LL day the city heart has throbbed and beat ; 
A All day the city life has fiercely burned ; 
As though its curling smoke and steam were turned 

To clouds of sin and sorrow, rank with heat 
Of fevered passions. Lo, each sodden street 

Now set in sparkling jewels, while a grey, 

Soft mist hides each harsh outline, and away 
Beyond it all the mist and sunset meet. 


So I would have my twilight, the day’s shame 
Softened and blotted, and the way but seen 
By gemlike flashes where I toiled and strove ; 
And all outlined against a sky of flame 
Stretching from past to future, each thing mean 
A shadow on the brightness of God’s love. 
Lit1AN MAXWELL STRONG. 


CLOVELLY 


QUAINT Clovelly, peerless, undefiled, 
Untouched by curious crowds’ despoiling feet, 
I love thy tiny cove and cobbled street, 
Deep hidden in thy lone romantic wild. 
Here in thy sylvan solitude beguiled, 
I lie entranced and free from carking care, 
Breathing thy bracing, ozone-laden air, 
Watching the foam crests o’er the boulders piled. 
Oh, may the music of thy tossing sea, 
Ebbing and flowing on yon pebbly strand. 
With healing virtue o’er my spirit roll. 
And may thy vital breath’s sweet purity, 
Repair the fret of toil with soothing hand, 


Uplift my heart and fortify my soul. 
H. G. Grist. 
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COLOMBO 


HOU sea-girt Ocean’s daughter, like a Naiad, 
Hast woven here a harbour safe from wind, 
Great seat of eastern, spicy, sea-borne trade, 
Where white and dusky nations’ mart they find: 
Thy palm-grooves lining beach of azure sea, 
Thy pearls and coral reefs in unsunned slime, 
Thy relics great of Buddha’s memory 
Attract still visitors of foreign clime. 


Methinks, thy past with present sweetly knit, 
In antique costumes, turbaned, combéd heads, 
With mimic pageantry of show does meet. 
A land of fact, and half in romance’ shades, 
Of dreams, and mellow sweetness as of old 
When people thought thee fraught with ores of gold. 


A. C. Basu. 


[Principal port of Ceylon. It is a great eastern mart. The religion of the 
Ceylonese is Buddhism. The sea-beach presents a picturesque arcade of palm 
groves. In ancient times it was supposed to be of fabulous wealth.] 


CROMER 


EAR old town by the restless sea, 
Nestling down in the hollow, 
And in thy heart my home shall be 
Where I follow 
Thy manners and moods of nights and days. 
I know thee well and rightly appraise 
The variant charms of field and shore, 
The longer I know I love the more ; 
The tempest’s deep reverberation, 
Or summer’s rippling incantation, 
All are mine, mine, 


Cloud and shine, 
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Morning’s brow and sunset glow 
Are mine, mine, 
Beauty so fine, 

Glory of land and glory of sea. 


Climb with me up the winding lane 
And there look down 
On the red-roofed town. 
What, or where, is a scene so fair ? 
Do you not feel the ambient air 
Exhilarate, and the gorse-gold hill 
Embathe us in its luscious thrill ? 


There in the midst from the stately tower 
The parapet gargoyles grin and lower. 
Hark to its chime | 
Matins and prime, 
Telling out things sublime 
For aye and for time. 


Turn to the east, 
That a visional feast ! 
The white hill-tower holding the light, 
Ceaselessly flashing into the night, 
With its piercing flare : 
Beware! beware! 
To the mariner, 
Green of the land and blue of the brine, 
All are mine, mine, 
Beauty so fine, 
Glory of land and glory of sea. 


Ernest EpwWARD SMITH. 
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DALLAS 


ER birthday is To-morrow ; throbbing Power 
Hoes: her heart. She has no time to love 
Old, gentle things ; nor ever backward move 
The hinges of her iron doors, where tower 
The soaring exhalations of an hour 
Of iron music. But in vain Power strove 
With Beauty, ever. From her garden-grove 
She comes, and smiles: and lo, an iron flower ! 


So I have seen this city, on a night 
Of rain, a-blossom in a mist of gold: 
So followed stamen-streets, that turned to bright 
Rivers of jewels, like the fabulous, old 
Torrents of emerald, ruby, chrysolite, 
Whereof, in rich old days, the traveller told. 
K. Witson BAKER. 


DALRY, AYRSHIRE 


Y City has but scarce five thousand souls, 
And of its few short streets not one is straight, 


Yet is our old Cross broad, where ancients wait 


The news, or cortége when the town bell rolls ; 
For in its high heart are the burial holes 


Which house our townsmen whom we call “‘ The Late ”’; 
And though our homes sit backward round the gate, 


We warm their dust well with our winter coals. 


I heard the bell ring six on New Year’s night 


From a stait-window o’er my grandsire’s grave ; 


The huddled housebacks peered from posterns white 


At time departed—but their fronts were brave, 


And poked “ my ain folk ” with efficious light 


Benign, from odd coigns which the crook’d ways gave. 
RoBertT CRAWFORD. 
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DELHI 


AR in the East ’neath tropic skies, arch’d high, 
Like jewel bright on breast of Indian queen, 
Does city fair, the seat of empires lie 
With ramparts, turrets, gates from river seen. 
Here heroes, kings in legend known, of old, 
Then Mogul Great in pomp and grandeur reign’d 
In Marble Hall on Peacock Throne of gold ; 
In Harem close flow’d mirth and joy unrestrain’d, 


When damsels fair to lute and harp, they danced. 
Then, sweet, how sweet, the bath on summer eve ! 
All these are fled like dream of love entranced— 
And towers, minar, mosque, their mem’ry keep. 
Then came a nation mightier far than all 
And city old rose new at magic call. A. C. Basu. 


[Delhi stands on the Jumna on its right bank. It is an old city, walled on 
three sides, in which are several gates. On the river side lies the fort. Its site is 
central in India. Tradition says that here Hindu kings reigned; then came the 
Mogul kings, noted alike for luxury and love of art. The Kutal Mine, the Marble 
Audience Hall, the Peacock Throne, and numerous baths and colonnades remind 
us of their glory. In 1912 the seat of the British Government was transferred to 
Delhi, where a state levee was held.] 


DENVER 
O”: young queen, sumptuous as old-world czars, 


Throned on her palace floor of sea-wide plain 
Fronts ramparts whose brown battlements attain 
White pinnacles where winter’s pale hand bars 
All but the climbing sky and sinking stars. 
Evil shall batter at her gates in vain 
For here, through time, is set a fair domain 
Walled in by purity that no man mars. 


Born of a first gold-seeking caravan 
Her crimson lullabies were warwhoop screams 
And lost black herds about her cradle ran... . 
A regal western capitol, she seems 
Full statured now, but in the future’s plan 
She towers, like her hills, to height of dreams. 
LILIAN WHITE SPENCER. 
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DENVER 


AIR Denver sits among her garnered dreams 
Her largess overflowing outstretched hands, 
Where sage-set plain meets blue of lifted lands, 

. The coyote lurks, the startled eagle screams ; 

There red man’s gold on every aspen gleams, 

The white man’s gold is washed from shifting sands ; 
On plains where once the roving Indian bands 
Hunted bison, the gold of grain now streams. 


Born of the restless urge of man’s desire 
For mocking laugh of fleeing Phantom-Gold 
Came this faerie, close to the dizzy crest 
Of the world, a-glow with sun’s mystic fire ; 
Dreaming young dreams where all things else are old, 
Child of the West—the soul-compelling West ! 
NELLIz Burcet MILier. 


DETROIT 


ART of this maelstrom, with its whir and grind, 
P I stand disturbed. I would invoke the ghost 
Of the old, picturesque French trading-post, 

Its forest-shaded, buildings sharp outlined 
Against the river’s blue. Or I would find 

Once more the quiet town of friendly homes, 

Of church and garden, whence a fragrance comes 
From yesterday, of gracious human-kind. 


But now! A melting-pot, where foreign folk 
Rub shoulders ; whose old mansions house the shops 
Of Jewish tailors. Thousands find a wage, 
That we may faster go; and chimneys smoke 
For wheels within a wheel which never stops— 
Child of this mighty, rushing, fevered age ! 
LILIAN MAXWELL STRONG. 
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DETROIT 


HE first fruits of your toil were all consumed, 
Your sacrificial offerings approved, 
Again presiding deities were moved 

When Perry’s batteries their salvos boomed. 

What signifies this pattern that has loomed 
Between these towers of brick and concrete steel, 
This rotor symbol, the artillery wheel ? 

A portent of the leadership assumed. 


The Motor Capital, the port of trade 
Where rail and water transport have to view 
With Wayne’s full-armoured highways that have made 
Aladdin’s magic commonplace, whereby 
Dimensions and time limits seem to fade 
Neath carpet, lamp, and wraithlike genii. 
C. S. Jarvis. 


DUBLIN 


FASCINATION which one never meets, 
A In other towns, however rich or fair ; 
A soft appealing something in the air, 

Lies over all and stirs the quick heart-beats ; 
In Dublin, of the quaint and twisting streets, 

All grouped about a stately thoroughfare ; 

Where Nelson watches with unceasing care, 
As if he led the movements of his Fleets. 


A soft appeal and something sterner still, 
A vast regret o’er heaps of blackened stone ; 
The work of men who vowed that naught was ill, 
In Ireland’s name. But nothing can atone, 
Or give her back her buildings and refill 
Their treasure rooms. Yet Dublin makes no moan | 
F. Mary STOKEs. 
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DULUTH 


RINGING the limits of the inland sea, 
Straining to gain the rocky heights and view 
Great galleons of trade surmount the blue 
Horizon, in a stately pageantry, 
Where wealth of waste begins, divine decree 
Bade thy folk build Byzantium anew 
Into whose Golden Horn as rightly due 
Might pour the tribute of posterity. 


God save thee from thine ancient sister’s sin ; 
Take not thy toll from all who pass thy port 
To that great empire bound where Vulcan might 
His forge have founded, or gay Proserpine 
Her fruitful path have trod. In nobler sort, 
Duluth, be thou a haven of delight. 
FLORENCE B, SEARLS. 


DUNDEE 


ENGINE-DRIVER, thy steed make faster go, 
O As fast as this expectant heart of mine: 
The bridge is reached at last; I smell the brine, 
And look upon the Tay’s majestic flow. 
Its waters with the sunshine are aglow : 
And yonder is !The Law where I spine 
The youths e’en now their kites are giving line, 


Forgetful of the City far below, 
Where in its shipyards, mills and docks, 

Its counting rooms, and far-flung enterprise they will 
Engage when youth with manhood interlocks, 

And ventures forth to feel life’s virile thrill : 
As worthy scions of ancient, worthy stocks 

They will Dundee’s renown make greater still. 

J. O. Oaitvy. 
1 A high hili overlooking Dundee. 
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DUNEDIN 


CITY bosomed ’mongst delightful hills, 
Arie shelter yield and lovely clouds attract ; 
Endimmed—yet more adorned—by neiling mists 
Whose magic touch asperities conceals— 
All lines subduing to a single tone. 
Horizon of a glorious crimson dawn, 
Too soon dispersed by soft-dissolving showers, 
That gently bathe the grateful, freshened woods. 


’ 


Outspreading West are pleasant fertile plains, 
Where yellow gorse the grassy fields enmarge ; 
The humming honey bees their store collect, 
And sub-tones of the minor-insect world 
Drowse the warm air with droning lullaby. 
On breezy downs the lazy cattle browse 

By day, by night in sheltered gullies sleep. 


Far back, great streams from mountain sides emerge 
With golden treasure teeming, seaward bent— 
Their famed unfabled wealth, foretold of yore 

By prophet statesmen, who, with vision clear, 

Saw debts dissolve and towers and steeples rise 

At waving of the mystic yellow wand. 


Ye glorious hills that ring this blest abode ! 
Rock-armoured ramparts guarding Northern gate ! 
Main rendezvous of Neptune’s marshalled hosts, 
That pack thy bushed ravines, thy summits crown, 
And deck thy noble brow with dove-grey locks— 
Soft purpled by the kiss of setting sun ! 


< 


Beneath our feet, the famous “ organ pipes.” 
Whose cryptic prisms an ancient story hold, 


87 


Of how, in primal time, with fiercest heat 
An angry earth belched forth its molten mass, 
A life-defying all-consuming flame! 

In red Hadean splendour reigning, till, 
Touched by the velvet paw of atmosphere, 
The conquered demon, rage-bereft, subdued, 
Back to the earth’s interior retired. 


Between the city’s spires, towards the East, 

The land-locked bay lies, sheltered from the winds, 
With little towns along the winding shore. 

Backed by a graceful hill—Hymettus ? No,— 
Though famous for its honey, fruits, and flowers. 
Across the wide-spread bay are jutting capes, 
Projecting out to meet, from either side, 

With isles, like giant stepping stones between, 
Lapped by Pacific’s far-brought waters blue. 

This lofty hill—in length full two-score miles— 
That forms the Eastern bulwark of this bay, 
Stands, rock-foundationed, ’gainst the stormiest seas 
That dash the breastworks of this trusty shield. 


In earliest days on these same native hills 

A prosperous forest grew, where bellbirds brake 
With joyous song the stillness of the dawn. 
Here on the Eastern shore wild-raging waves 
Persistent beat with fierce but futile force, 
Against the vast bibrating bluffs that stand 

A sure defence for fair Dunedin’s bay. 


Along the sheltered Western strand, a score 
Of peaceful hamlets dot the landscape green, 
Symbols of peace and thrift and comradeship ; 
Tis hither tired townsmen, spent, repair : 


The blue indented bays and dotted isles, 
That stretch with jutting capes from shore to shore, 
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Make fitting eye-rests for the sated gaze, 

That swings from Chalmer’s busy port and docks 
To Mihiwaka’s trinity of peaks— 

High-flanked by Cargill’s bold historic crags— 
Concealed at eve by purple-tinted clouds. 


Far down, the Heads, the harbout’s tidal gate, 

Where enter ships from every clime and kin, 

And beacon lights that sea-tited traveller cheers, 
Who, with light-hearted hope leaves home and friends 
To face conditions new; his strain improve, 

His loyalty deepen, and his power increase. 


F. W. CiayrTon. 


DURBAN 


HY sunsets glow, just like an angel’s blush 
Of purity, and colour blended sweet, 
The crimson tints the ripples of thy ocean, 
Before the night does cover up retreat ; 
For thee to rest and gather in thy slumbers, 
Strength of beauty of a richer kind, 
That thou may usher for us in the dawning 
Rays of hope to stimulate mankind ; 


Thy surfs are but the reflex of the rainbow weeping, 

Crystal tears of every known hue. 
Thy velvet breezes glide in with the morning, 

Mindful of thy flowers that need the dew ; 
Endowed by nature’s gifts and Godly graces, 

Touched by the hand of man in an enlightened time, 
Transformed thy charms, to charms of higher order, 

And made the Queen of Afric’s sunny clime. 

T. WALKER. 
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EDINBURGH 


N the old town, dim crowding shadows stir, 
Of men who laughed in many a long-dead day. 
In moonlit ruins ghostly pipers play, 
And bugles shout, and passionate loves confer. 
Young Bothwell rides with urgent whip and spur 
To take his Queen ere Beauty goes her way 
To tragic immortality, and grey 
Tumultuous tides of Time sweep over her. 


And lo! the coloured crowds that come and go 
And chatter and laugh in sunny Princes Street 
Look suddenly down on thrusting spires, and know 
With strangely troubled hearts, the lilting feet 
Of long-dead lovers who had found Love sweet, 
And frustrate queens who perished long ago. 
C. A. RensHaAw. 


EDINBURGH AT SUNDOWN 


HE sun, a slowly, burning marigold 
Steadies himself behind the Castlehill, 
The primrose clouds go wandering at will 

Out o’er the beryl waters keen and cold ; 

The thin blue smoke creeps onwards to enfold 
The High Street, Princes Street, St. Giles until 
Auld Reekie’s timeworn mantle, dauntless still, 

In opalescent waves is all unrolled. 


A blackbird wakens in old Holyrood 
Fit minstrel for the ancient Seat of Kings, 
His dewy song vibrates with memory ! 
Now sets the sun within a crimson flood 
And lonely, far-off, where the blue Firth swings, 
Kast wind whirls inwards from the naked sea. 
FLORENCE CurTIs-STANFORD. 
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EDINBURGH 


AVE I not loved the cities of the West ; 

H:: Heaven-High, with spectral buildings staight, 
Or blue Pacific’s Guardian-of-the-Gate ? 

And have I not held dear the towns that rest ; 

The labyrinthine Moorish Pirates’-Nest, 

Or Adria’s Water-Lily, throned in state ? 
_ Yea, verily. But still, inviolate, 
Thy name I treasure in my Holiest. a 


City of lovely sky-lines! Mother-town 
Of hopes forlorn and gallant ventures lost ! 
Imperial as Rome! Thy children down 
The years adore thy temple, rock-emboss’d. 
I, too, will worship, casting down my crown. 
Adeste fideles, through wind and frost ! 
MarGaret S, DANGERFIELD. 


EDINBURGH FROM ARTHUR’S SEAT 


EILED in soft smoke the dreaming city lies, 
Dreaming of joys and sorrows long ago. 
Aspiring through the pale mist’s ebb and flow 
Into the light, her domes and towers rise, 
Touched by a wat’ry gleam that fades and dies. 
The shadowed houses huddle, row on tow ; 
And stark above the crouching town below, 
Rock-throned, the Castle challenges the skies. 


Within those hidden streets were surely seen 
No traffic of to-day? The grey “ wynds ”’ fill 
With figures from the stories that have been ; 
Wild tartaned chieftains from far glen and hill, 
Flocking about their Prince. Or that sad Queen 
Whose grief and beauty haunt her city still. 
Eva Dose. 
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EDINBURGH BY MOONLIGHT 


ITY of kings and queens unthroned, uncrowned, 
Where winds wake memories with every sigh, 
And royal with the blood of years gone by 
Is the dim dust that stirs upon the ground ; 
There goes the gentle moon her shining round— 
Tall towers that point like fingers to the sky, 
Wide street and narrow close that dreaming lie, 
To them she gives her boon of sleep profound. 


On the old Castle, high and lone and still, 
With pity infinite she gazes down. 
A silver radiance her fingers spill 
On walls and battlements and lo! a crown 
Of rugged splendour rests upon the hill— 
A fitting tribute to an ancient Town! 
ELizABETH S. FLEMING. 


EDINBURGH 
RAISES, fair city of the north, to thee 


I sing, and see, as ever in sweet dreams, 
Of beauty and delight, bright golden beams 
Shine on thy rock-reared castle near the sea. 
At evening when the sun goes down, to me 
Remembrance comes of other lands; it seems 
Like ancient Rome, with all her towners, that gleams 
Beneath the red rays, and her hills I see! 


For thou, like Rome, art fortified by hills : 
Beneath thy crags, a palace grey has stood 
For centuries, whose blood-stained history thrills 
The heart. There Mary was by Bothwell wooed, 
And memory of feud and murder chills 
The soul of him, who enters Holyrood. 
ANNE W. GouGu. 
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EDINBURGH 


WONDROUS town! A far-famed artist planned, 
Thy quaint old streets and princely thoroughfare 
Thy churches, classic porticoes, and where 
The towers of thy royal Palace stand. 
Thy Castle’s massive rock looms stern and grand 
Above green terraced slopes and gardens fair, 
And from thy dusky alleys, to thy stateli’est square, 
Romance and Beauty wander hand in hand. 


> 


But on the mighty hill whose name recalls, 
The mystic hero-king of olden time, 
Thy greatest marvel dwells: for there on skies, 
Of pearl-hued, vap’rous cloud, thy spires and walls, 
As in a mirage, ... or a dream sublime, . . 
Afford a glimpse of distant Paradise ! 
MARIE DE BYLANDT. 


EDINBURGH 


LADY passing fair, though old and worn, 
Whose head is hoary with the ocean mist, 
Whose tender lips the rich and poor have kissed ; 
They love you well—the children you have borne. 
Full many a change your ancient eyes have seen, 
But still the Gothic Crown of old St. Giles 
Looks on John Knox’s shining red-roofed tiles, 
And Holyrood in mourning for her Queen. 


Your castle broods still on its lofty rock 
Bedazzled by the lights that glide below 
Of Princes’ galleons on a glittering sea. 
The Old and New commingle without shock : 
For East and West your founts of learning flow, 
Fair Scotland’s pride, and Home of Chivalry ! 
ELLEN STEWART. 
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FROM DUNBAR’S “ THE SATIRE OF EDINBURGH” 


ce T your hie Croce, quhair gold and silk, 
Sould be, thair is bot crudis and milk ; 
‘And at zout Trone bot cokill and wilk, 
Panches, pudingis of Jok and Jane; 
Think ze nocht schame, 
Sen as the world say is that ilk 
In hurt and schlander of zour name.” 


EDINBURGH 


CITY wrapt in mantle of tradition, 
Ancient beyond the mind of man to tell ; 
Grim, as with brooding long o’er deeds unlawful, 
Gray as the secrets she hath hoarded well. 


A city set on high beyond all hiding, 
Beautiful with the solemn light of age ; 

A volume to the traveller’s search revealing 
Rare gleams of history on every page. 


For ever are the fringes of her garment 
Washed by the silver waters of the Forth ; 

For ever her to guard the lion crouches 
Turning his kingly head towards the north. 


For ever from the chilling Eastern Ocean 
Creep up the silent mists and her enfold, 

Veiling her like some Oriental beauty 
Shining unseen in amethyst and gold. 


O City ! so unkind to outward seeming, 
So often sombre, colourless, and gray, 
And yet so all-beloved, so full to weeping, 
Of strange, alluring charm for those away : 


Although our path lie distant from thy border, 
And far away thy castled splendour be, 

Once to have felt the spell of thine enchantment 
Is evermore to be in love with thee ! 


Martz Bayne, 
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ADDRESS TO EDINBURGH 


HY sons Edina, social, kind, 
With open arms the stranger hail ; 
Their views enlarg’d, their lib’ral mind 
Above the narrow rural vale ; 
Attentive still to sorrow’s wail, 
Or modest merit’s silent claim : 
And never may their sources fail ! 
And never envy blot their name ! 
53 
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Thy daughters bright thy walks adorn, 
Gay as the gilded summer sky, 
Sweet as the dewy milkwhite thorn, 
Dear as the raptur’d thrill of Joy. 
Fair Burnet strikes th’adoring eye, 
Heaven’s beauties on my fancy shine ; 
I see the Sire of Love on high, 
And own his work indeed divine ! 


There watching high the least alarms, 
Thy rough, rude fortress gleams afar ; 
Like some bold veteran, grey in arms, 
And mark’d with many a seamy scar: 
The pond’rous wall and massy bar, 
Grim-rising o’er the rugged rock, 
Have oft withstood assailing war, 
And oft repelled th’invader’s shock. 


With awe-struck thought, and pitying tears, 
I view that noble stately dome, 

Where Scotia’s kings of other years, 
Fam’d heroes had their royal home ; 

Alas! how chang’d the times to come ! 
Their royal name low in the dust, 

Their hapless race, wild-wand’ring roam ; 
Tho’ rigid law cries out ’twas Just. 
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Wild beats my heart, to trace your steps, 
Whose ancestors, in days of yore, 
Thro’ hostile ranks and ruin’d gaps 
Old Scotia’s bloody lion bore, 
Ev’n I who sing in rustic lore, 
Haply my sires have left their shed, 
And faced grim danger’s loudest roar, 
Bold-following where your fathers led. 


Edina! Scotia’s darling seat, 
All hail thy palaces and tow’rs, 
Where once beneath a monarch’s feet, 
Sat Legislation’s sov’reign pow’rs ! 
From marking wildly-scatter’d flow’rs, 
As on the banks of Ayr I stray’d, 
And singing lone the ling’ring hours, 
I shelter in thy honour’d shade. 


Of old thou wert a patroness of Art, 
Ready with recognition and reward ; 
Not shallow, cold and purse-proud, with regard 
For outward show. Thou play’dst a worthier part. 
Thy fame grew not in factory, office, mart, 
But in bare garrets, high where striving hard, 
The scholar, painter, architect and bard, 
Thee in young manhood served with head and heart. 


Now thou dost serve strange gods! Thy light grows dim, 
Commerce is placed o’er Art; the harp is dumb, 
The pen unhonoured ; wealth doth learning shun, 
Would’st thou raise monuments to merchants grim, 
Bankers, Insurance lords ? Would’st thou become, 
O Modern Athens, Modern Babylon ? 


Donatp A. MACKENZIE. 


EDINBURGH 


I 


DINA, how shall I thy praises sing ? 
What rhetoric of mine can e’er express 
The feelings which thy wondrous loveliness 
To my responsive heart must ever bring ? 
When oft my meditative thoughts take wing, 
I see thee, charming in thy native dress, 
While from that cliff’s majestic loftiness, 
Looks royal Edwin down, Northumbria’s king. 


Tradition tells he raised his mighty keep 
Upon that rock because such was its strength 
That all the thunders of imperial Jove 
Could ne’er it move, nor Vulcan’s fiery deep. 
Yet, wert thou not his choice, since all the length 
Of Britain’s isle possessed no lovelier grove ? 


TT 


°VE lounged in Piccadilly and the Row ; 
I guess I know the Broadway nasal twang ; 
Unter den Linden, spoken Berlin slang ; 
The Bois, in Paris, voted comme il faut ; 
Who over half of Europe would not go, 
On Prater gay, Vienna’s maids to praise ? 
Or dream again of ancient, palmy days, 
While driving down the Corso Romano ? 


Of these, the varied charms shall never pall 
To worldlings, such as I, on pleasure bent, 
For life, we hold, were best in pleasure spent 
?Neath southern skies, whence silver moonbeams fall : 
Yet, aye some power draws back our errant feet 
To cold Edina’s draughty Princes Street. 
W. SAUNDERS. 
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EDMONTON 


Tue Ciry 


NDER the Northern Lights a city high 
Where late the wilderness and wood untrack’d 
Stood silent, hearing but the anguish’d cry 
Of bird or beast, in Nature’s struggle wrack’d, 
Now proudly rears her hospitable walls 
And in her welcome bids the wand’rer rest. 
Nor is her charm alone the light that falls 
Entrancing from the Past’s romantic crest ; 


To-day is hers. The light and lure of youth, 
And challenge thrown to test their unknown powers 
Promise to men, not lives of sloth, in truth, 
But ardent days of work’s heart-easing hours, 
And opportunity, themselves to give, 
That men, less burdened, future days may live. 


THE VALLEY FROM THE BRIDGE 


HE work-day ends. Along his restward way 
The wearied toiler, borne by trolley-car 
Comes to the Bridge ; here is he fain to stay 
And let both mind and body breathe, for far 
Above the water’s gleaming surface lies 
This seeming slender path. The sunset glow, 
Enkindling all the opal western skies, 
Reddens the tree-tops, marshall’d row on row. 


The river banks, not here of rocky steep, 

Precipitous, as in the mountain land, 
But stately rising, as from gentle sleep, 

Respond in gladness to man’s welcome hand ; 
Whilst golden light, of the whole scene a part, 
Brings peace and quiet joy to eyes and heart. 

JENNIE StorK Hitt. 
[Nors.—The High-Level Bridge over the Saskatchewan—a structure nearly 
three-quarters of a mile long—is one of the noteworthy features of Edmonton.] 
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ELDORADOS 


URPLE robed her, where she sat 
On the shining strand, 
Gold and silver at her feet, 
Slaves at either hand. 
“Surely unto me shall come 
All the world’s desire, 
I sink the mine, I build the ship, 
lam stately Tyre.” 4° 


Stainless, on her rock she stood, 
Looking out to sea, 

“* All the wisdom of the wise 
Home it comes to me. 

Fair with silver olive leaves, 
And the violet crown, 

Iam Athens; and to me 
All men’s hearts bow down.” 


Seven hills were hers by right, 
And a sacred Flame, 

Nations fell like meadow grass 
Where her armies came, 

“* Barth is underneath my foot, 
And the salt white foam ; 

All the roads of all the world 
Lead at length to Rome.” 


On the bare green hills she lay, 
White beneath the sun, 
Surely, of all towns on earth, 
Least and lowliest one. 
She is lifted up on high, 
Over scoff and scorn ; 
For in little Bethlehem 
Jesus Christ was borns 
C. M. WHIDBORNE. 
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EL PASO (CITY OF THE DESERT) 


HE jewelled mantles that the desert height 
Alone had worn now fall upon your towers, 
And in majestic company your powers 
Stand recognized in this sun-filtered light. 
No other city gropes to you where sight 
Is lost in hazes swayed like vasty flowers 
Along the distance and departing hours 
Leave fading trails of gold and malachite. 


In you is wealth that only dreams can claim ; 
No mortal hands have built your fairest part. 
No matter how you fail it who can blame 
The changeless beauty throbbing in your heart ? 
And if you grow most fair you cannot shame 
The heritage that blessed you at the start. 
GLENN WARD DRESBACH. 


ELY 


O matter where the traveller goes, 
In Ely he shall find repose, 
Peaceful pavements for well shod feet, 

And leisure to walk across the street ; 

Bluff men with generous hearts and bold— 

Fit keepers of the Saxon hold. 

(Strange that Cromwell’s home should be 

Where Hereward stood for liberty.) 

When bright the hair of sunset lies 

Across the breadth of Cambridge skies, 

No matter where the wanderer goes 

In Ely, he shall find repose ; 

Then later on as evening falls 

Upon the owl-swept deanery walls, 

And shy bats greet the darkening hour 

With flittings round the lantern tower, 

If he be neither wise nor cold 

He still may hear the monks of old. 

No matter where the wanderer goes, 

In Ely there is kind repose. Nog Aporr. 
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ERIE, THE CITY ON THE LAKE 


RIE, when ’round your clustered roofs and spires 
The splendour of the dawn begins to break, 
And little songs of life and hope awake 
All down your ways athrill with new desires ; 
Erie, when o’er the lake the sunset fires 
Turn waves to tose and amber, tint the sky 
With glory where the western poppies lie, 
While lullabies are hummed on tiny lyres ; 


Erie, amid your thousand lights aglow, 
The stir 0’ streets, glad voices in the night, 
Your dimmer haunts of sin and sorrow, too— 
All these, the beating heart of you I know, 
Your throb and strife, your darkness and your light, 
The turmoil—and the silences of you ! 
Dorotny REBLET. 


ESSEX 


LITTLE town on a great river lies : 
A So lies, to me it ever seems to ride, 
As ships at anchor, on the moving tide, 

And deep reflected, rise and fall and rise— 
A stretch of marches this fair Essex ties 

To the great river flowing at her side: 

Marshes golden and richly copper dyed 
Beneath the kindly mellow autumn skies. 


Above her streets a citadel stands high, 
Whose bells to prayers not arms her people bid. 
When its tall spires I see against the sky, 
They and the very trees they stand amid, 
And my own heart, together seem to cry, 
“ A city on a hill cannot be hid.” 
Jessiz HAMILTON. 


Io! 


EXMOUTH 


HY long, low hills; thy stretch of silent sand, 
White flapping sea-gulls idly on the wing, 
The boats at anchor all along the strand 
Marking the turn of tide with easy swing ; 
Red Devon cliffs, a scudding sunflecked sail, 
The Warren circled with its foamy edge, 
A distant train with slowly lengthening trail, 
Long golden sandbanks fringed by emerald sedge. 


These things abide. Mine eyes behold them still, 
I hear the bell buoy moan across the bay ; 

I climb once more the well-known Beacon hill 
To watch the glory of departing day: 

To catch the beauty of thy grand farewell 
To one whom thou hast loved a little spell. 


E. M. Srorr. 


FEZ 


IKE bubbles blown of snow the white domes swell. 
Lightly as flowers the minarets uprise 
Against the blue. Below men buy and sell 
In labyrinths of glowing merchandize.— 
Fez the Mysterious, ’neath some wizard spell 
Dreaming unwakened through the centuries. 


Eva DoseEtu. 


To2 


FLAGSTAFF, ARIZONA 


BSERVATORY Hill, the Lowell shrine ! 
Os: clear the view, we seem half-way to Mars ! 
We love the friendly wink of all the stars 
About the cinder city, where the pine, 
The oak and aspen timber intertwine ; 
Where San Francisco Mountains held their own 
Against Grand Canyon’s raid on building stone. 
Their warfare ceased, to please Miss Columbine. 
An ensign on the mountain, long foretold ; 
A sylvan college camp, to reinforce 
The spirit ; seat of scientists who hold 
And chart celestial harbours ; like the Norse 
Explorers, daring seas unknown and cold. 
** What hath God wrought!” An interstellar Morse ? 
C. S. Jarvis. 


FLORENCE 


N this small cup of fourteen fluted lines 
I I pledge thee, Florence, core of Dante’s heart, 
In all his dreams emparadised apart, 

Of earth’s carved memories that which best enshrines 
The vital challenging beauty that assigns 

To thee and to thy sons the crowns of art ; 

Giotto’s tower I pledge, the Dome, the mart, 
The streets whose throbbing past our thought divines. 


My feasting spirit seeks Miniato’s height, 
To watch the evening weave her storied dream 
Above the brown-cowled roofs that catch the light 
Beyond Old Arno’s bridged and shadowed stream, 
Where ghosts of Guelf and Ghibelline still fight 


Till o’er the Etruscan towns Day’s eagles gleam. 
Murter E. GRAHAM. 
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FLORENCE 


HERE is no city where the mist reveals 
Mote beauty than among the domes and spires 
Of this best offspring of the best desires 
Of Man, who, moving Godward, yet conceals 
His nearing by dark deeds ;—One day there kneels 
A Florentine before a shrine, receives 
A vision for a masterpiece, he leaves 
Hot-foot for tools (the which, perchance, he steals). 


Now stands a city—passion-filled—supreme 
In works of adoration, which still breathe 
The message forth ; “‘ God Himself to redeem 
Earth’s heavenliness died, and did bequeath 
Divineness unto Man!” O City dear! 
My soul’s sent Homing through thine atmosphere. 
MarGareT E. GREAVES. 


FOUR CITIES 


HEY sound a keener symphony for me 
Than Villon’s ballad of dead ladies’ names : 


Seville—a mellow bell whose throat proclaims 
Bright days of carnival and Jubilee ; 
Granada is a golden epopee ; 
And Florence, trumpet of a hundred fames ; 
While vanished glory lives again and flames 
When Carcasonne’s bronze name makes minstrelsy. 


Far dearer than the names of women are, 
And fraught with alien magic like a tale 
For sultry emperors on the Peacock Throne, 
There are four words that subtly can unbar 
My fancy’s gates and over space prevail— 
Seville, Granada, Florence, Carcasonne ! 


HENRY BELLAMANN. 
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GALVESTON 


\ N yiTH solid walls to hold in check the sea 
From which in ages past she rose to claim 
That on this spot a city would know fame, 
She sits—a queen in all her majesty. 
Tho oft the waters mock her liberty 
And seek her beauty to destroy or maim, 
She bravely staggers to her feet tho’ lame 
And once again proclaims that she is free. 
Live on, fair city, tho’ the breakers roar ; 
Enjoy the calms that come between the storms, 
While in thy heart the oleander forms 
To wave its blossoms at each salty breeze ; 
For gay tho’ strong, thy heart is at the core 
And oft’ thy mission has been but to please. 
Exsiz BLupwortH Davis. 


GENOA 


CITY locked within a bay’s embrace ; 
A wanton with an unrecording air ; 
By night she stares her lover in the face, 
And weeps shy tears of imminent despair ; 
By day she flashes harbour coquetry 
To watchful vessels crouching at her shore ; 
She flaunts temptation from her curving quay ; 
She cries for money—and then lies for more ; 


Her lure is that of one who hoards her wiles ; 
Whose invitation comes without reprieve ; 
All men who barter for her lips and smiles 
Must pay in disillusion—when they leave ; 
As they rejoin the sea—to lave their stains 
Sly Genoa makes haste to count her gains. 
RutH Mason Rice. 
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THE TRAFALGAR CEMETERY, GIBRALTAR 


ERE lie the dead who died for England’s sake, 
H Below the Rock, their lofty monument, 
Where the white drifts of arum-lilies make 
A moonlight glory under boughs down-bent. 
Lulled by far murmur of those waves that break 
Here as on English shores, they sleep content. 


Eva DoseEtt. 


GIBRALTAR 


HE flag that here floats proudly in the air, 
The silent warders on the ramparts white, 


The guns that hide in sheltered nooks from sight, 
Or from the seaward scarp, their chosen lair, 
Gaze on the waters with a stedfast stare, 
The rock-cut embrasures ablaze at night, 
The mole—the ships—the keep’s commanding height, 
All speak of stern resolve, and watchful care. 


For leagued in arms should Europe rise once more, 
To question on this steep the Lion’s reign, 
Swift must the deadly hail of battles pour, 
As on the day when baffled France and Spain 
Beheld their vaunted ships in flames ashore, 
Or drifting helpless on the stormy main. 


Grris CHANDRA DutTA. 
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GLASGOW 


SING of thee, grey city of my heart, 
I That all may view thee through the eyes of love ; 
To me a foster-mother didst thou prove 
As I shall now turn poet, on my part, 
To do thee honour. Though a busy mart 
Where thousands in the paths of commerce move 
Thou hast throned learning, like a king, above, 
And built a temple in thy midst to Art. 


Amid the clang of hammers on the Clyde, 
The shrieks of syrens and the constant din 
That marks thine industry, thy children hear 
The wings of Pegasus ; and ’tis thy pride, 
Who suckled them, to see awakening in 
Their eyes—thy spirit, kindly yet austere. 
MARGARET STEWART. 


GLASTONBURY 


REY Glastonbury, ’neath the Mendip’s crest, 
A happy mingling of the new and old, 
I fain would sing thy glories manifold, 
The pride and wonder of the verdant west. 
Thy hoary ruins by the winds caressed 
Echo with stories of the days of old,— 
Of kings and queens, of priests and warriors bold 
In legendary lore fantastic dressed. 


Yon quiet streets once looked a gallant sight 
Of pomp and pageantry when Arthur bold 
Rode nobly forth upon some knightly quest, 
Or when by crafty Dunstan’s skill and might 
The Wessex golden Dragon proudly rolled 
Triumphant o’er this garden of the west. 
H. G. Grist. 
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GLENDALE 
“THE JEWEL Crry”’ 


IKE some rare painting by a master hand, 
Within the valley the Jewel City lies 
As canvas spread beneath cerulean skies ; 

A scene of beauty as by artist planned ; 

Here the famed mounts of the Verdugos stand, 
Sentinels each who Winter’s frown defies, 
Eternal Spring with constant Summer vies 

And trails a thousand glories o’er the land. 


Fair Glendale, gem of San Fernando’s vale, 
Crowning a hundred fields of tossing grain, 
And countless homes enwreathed by fragrant rose ; 
Here ends at last the seekers’ far-flung trail, 
The rainbow’s end that beckoned not in vain 
For o’er this land its fabled treasure flows. 
MABEL W. PHILLIPS. 


GOLDEN GATE 


ATEWAY of gold amid the sun’s last gleam ; 
G Blood-red the shafts refiect from off the bay 
And light the ragged line in farewell gay. 

Against the sky the jagged man-made dream 
Stands forth resplendent in the crimson beam ; 

Then slowly dulls the wave, a lapping grey, 

And leaves the buildings fine in dark dismay, 
As though to guild or mock like One Supreme. 


The life that stirs amid those towering shafts 
Notes not the light which gleams in prankish glee ; 
*Mid noise and strife it plunges ever on 
Like some great monster fired with spirit free, 
And as the light out on the bay hence wafts, 
They flash man’s light, and lo, the night is gone. 
R. Cepric McComs. 
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GRANADA 


RANADA the olden, how great in the past ! 

Thy rampart the mountains that girdle thee fast, 

Where red-walled Alhambra looks down on the plain 
Superb in its grandeur, the marvel of Spain! 


> 


With its towers, and courts where the shadows lie cool, 
Whete oranges ripen by fountain and pool, 

With alcove and column, with intricate floors 

That echoed the tread of the conquering Moors. 


Oh! fierce were their combats and mighty their blows, 

And they rode proudly swinging the heads of their foes ! 

But their glory it ended in ruin and flight, 

When the Crescent went down in the darkness of night ! 
MarGARET ORMISTON. 


GREYTOWN, NATAL 


WEET little town beneath thy sky 
I spent some happy days, 
And watched with an enraptured eye 
The sunset’s gorgeous rays. 


Be glad ye folks of Greytown fair, 
No town has bluer sky, 

And in our sunny land nowhere 
Doth day more beauteous die. 


What though dark Destiny decrees 
So few of you shall roam, 

If in such peaceful scenes as these 
Content you find a home. 


A day that’s dead no more on earth 
Can men most keen-eyed find, 
But Greytown days have had new birth 
In my admiring mind. 
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I turn the round world back from West, 
And once again I see, 

Your town with peace and beauty blest, 
Like old-time Galilee. 


I see your children, fair and sweet, 
With parents wisely go’ 

To church through one flower-fragrant street 
And sunset’s golden glow. 


And for these little lives I pray, 
In this sweet-memoried place, 
The future ne’er may bring a day 
With less of God-like grace. 
Joun Epwarp Macraw. 


HACKENSACK 


HESE nights of summer take the little town 
With tides of deep, primordial quietude, 
Till round its homely houses seem to brood 
The peace of happy lands beyond renown. 
Cool winds caress the crooning trees ; and down 
Each day-bruised street, fulfilled of solitude, 
Wet lunar light, with river brume imbued, 
Transforms to dripping gold the grey and brown. 


Surely the town is old that it can drain 
These heady wines, and doze in dim content ; 
Inebriate with beauty, I, who strain 
Toward strange moon-stirred desires, an impotent ; 
I, impelled to music, still mute remain, 
Unskilled before the full-strung instrument. 
DaniEL WALDEN. 


IIo 


HALIFAX 


| Deere by wide moors, and wind-swept hills, 
The ancient town of Halifax retains 
Some trace of old-time beauty, that remains 
Despite her workshops and her busy mills ; 
No longer pure her brooklets and her rills, 
Verdure has vanished from her woods and lanes, 
While Time and smoke, with ever deepening stains, 
Mark her of sombre hue: Despite such ills, 


And though by some her moorlands are termed bleak, 
The outlook barren, and the hill-top cold 
(Tis true her beauty may be deemed austere) ; 
Yet barren hills of permanence may speak, 
And unsuspected charm her moorlands hold, 
For those to whom Old Halifax is dear. 
FRANCES ALICE MANKs. 


HALIFAX 


HE sits not in the splendour of renown, 
S Nor in the grandeur of some cities old, 
Nor teeming wide with multitudes untold, 

Yet bravely does she wear a fortress crown, 
That daunts invasion with a thunderous frown ; 

As, safe beneath the British banner’s fold, 

For higher triumph and with fearless hold, 
Peace waves her olive o’er our mother-town, 


Nor shall she from the friendly contest shrink 
That calls the vigorous mind, the skilful hand 
To forge for history’s chain a shining link ; 
The bright-eyed genius of my native land 
Still fosters on this noble haven’s brink 


Such hearts as filled Cornwallis’ pioneer band. 
M. N. NICKERSON. 
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HALIFAX 


ACING the ocean, guardian of our land, 
EF Thy frowning forts and ramparts front the foam 
Whose waves still ceaseless chafe the rocky strand, 
While salt winds waft sea-odours o’er our home. 
All the round year the tramp of armed men, 
Crisp bugle call, the guns at noon and night, 
And martial music, tell us o’er again 
That Britain guards us with a jealous might. 


CoNSTANCE FAIRBANKS. 


HALIFAX 


ALIFAX sits on her hills by the sea 
H In the might of her pride,— 
Invincible, terrible, beautiful, she 
With a sword at her side. 


To right and to left of her, battlements rear 
And fortresses frown ; 

While she sits on her throne without favour or fear, 
With her cannon as crown. 


Coastguard and sentinel, watch of the weal 
Of a nation she keeps ; 
But her hand is encased in a gauntlet of steel, 
And her thunder but sleeps. 
RK, PAULINE JOHNSON. 


It2 


HAWORTH 


ANY there are who climb the steep ascent 
Where, on the bleak hilltop old Haworth stands ; 
Many who come from sunny, far-off lands 
And, leaving fairer scenes, with one consent 
Turn to the North, all eager and intent 
To pay the homage Genius still commands ; 
For when Death stills the busy train and hands, 
We do acclaim such gifts as Heaven-sent, 


No matter how obscure the dwelling-place : 
And out on Haworth Moors it seems that we, 
Surrounded by the silence, and wide space, 
Are in the presence of the quiet three 
Who had a message for the human race ; 
Though brief their years they live undyingly. 
Frances A. MAngs. 


HOBART 


H, MELBOURNE TOWN’S a lady, 
Ox her eyes are like the stars 
Shining white through heaven’s bars, 
But I drift in dreams again 
To the lights of Hobart Harbour, 
Laughing lights of Hobart Harbour, 
From the head of The Domain. 


There are yeats 0” days between us, 
There’s a ghost for every hour 
That the laggard leagues devour ; 
But the heart o’ me grows fain 

For the lights of Hobart Harbour, 
Lilting lights of Hobart Harbour, 
From the head of The Domain. 
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O’er the grim sea-walled horizon 
Old Ben Lomond watches yet 

O’er the graves of old regret, 
While I yearn in vain, in vain 

For the lights of Hobart Harbour, 
Laughing lights of Hobart Harbour, 
From the head of The Domain. 


Yes ! Melbourne Town’s a lady, 
And the breath of her is wine ; 
But for this old love o’ mine 
Wakes the song of heart and brain— 
Oh, the lights of Hobart Harbour ! 
Lilting lights of Hobart Harbour, 
From the head of The Domain. 
Marte E. J. Pirr. 


HULL 
i HAVE felt beauty in these water-ways ; 


Gaunt, grimy warehouses, set either side 
The sullen lanes of turbid-moving tide, 
Have no harsh outlines, when the moon’s light plays 
Mysteriously about them. Where the day’s 
Rich, ruddy setting has the inky tide, 
The creaking barges, in its colours dyed ; 
Or, magically soft, the engulfing haze 


Invokes sheer loveliness. These ships that go 
Down the grey river to the beckoning sea, 

Joyous to take its salty breath, shall know 
The fear, the venturing, the mystery 

Of voyaging. Barge, toiler, river, sea 

Hued with the colours of immensity ! 


- ELEANOR WATSON. 
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HULL 


Crry oF WILBERFORCE AND MARVELL 


LD city! watching by the river grey, 
O That gives and takes the tribute of the sea, 
Your sons shaped history of an earlier day 
Moving to swift, sure purposes. And we 
Have credit of that valiance ; we may 
Of their brave pity and integrity 
Have mystical inheritance ; and stay, 
Dimly, our thought on their high chivalry. 


That the great ships which enter at your gates, 
And the taut vessels steaming out to sea, 
Might carry tidings of your constancy 
And tell how Honour on your going waits, 
Dun city! watching by the river grey, 
Hold fast the vision of your yesterday. 
ELEANOR WATSON. 


INDIANAPOLIS 


HE stands—a central figure—with her feet 
Sai draped in fertile fields and prairie land, 
And silver ribbons trailing, with proud hand 
She opens wide her gates, that she may greet 
All those who wish to enter them and meet 
Her happy people, and her merry band 
Of children; where so smoothly runs the sand 
Of time—for rich and poor—on ev’ty street. 


Each group of stars has one of brighter glow ; 
A string of pearls shows one a shade mote rate ; 
Thus shines our city. Yet not long ago 
The red men camped where she now stands so fair... . 
And travellers when passing to and fro, 
Soon learn to love her; and her gladness share ! 
Mary B. MoyNAHAn. 
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“ AN INDIANA CITY ” 


O snowcapped mountains watch above your lea ; 
N No booming ocean breaks against your strand : 
O little city of our Middleland, 

Who take your name from old Mad Anthony. 
Thou dream of beauty you may never be, 

Though dirt begrimed and smoke enwreathed you stand, 
I stretch you out my loyal eager hand. 

Choice of all choices are you still to me— 


I build the city that we yet may know, 
Now as I watch your smoke-wreaths curl and die, 
Where true, pure men from happy children grow. 
A city rising foursquare to the sky— 
And ever as a growth in souls you show 
So may your growth in soul be deep and high. 
Jesstz HAMILTON. 


IONA 


NCIENT Iona of the tall, grey cross, 
Of ruined, but of one-time-choral walls, 


Is all sea-silence, and all windy loss, 
Wave-wash and starry nights and storm-bird calls... . 
Whoever walks the inland years of earth 
Remembers his lost city off the coast, 
Where everything had youth’s rose-magic worth, 
Remembered glamour, that is now his boast. 


Not clear, as things immediate, but in haze, 
Iona fades, receding, off the shore, 
And he who had been sovereign of its days 
Is exiled from its promontory door. ... 
But time approaches when her misty shape 
Will loom recovered round the windy cape. 
IsABEL FiskE CONANT. 
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IPSWICH 


UCH do I wander over Britain’s land, 
M And her fair towns and cities oft survey ; 
Each hath its charm; some lie in proud decay ; 

Others the marble marts of commerce stand. 

Yet one to me doth blended charms convey, 
Historic Ipswich, where the ruthless hand 

Of Time hath spared glories of ancient day, 
While Progress bids her busy life expand. 


And at her feet there flows, East Anglia’s pride, 
The spacious Orwell, daughter of the Sea, 
Whose sylvan heights, that crown the trackless tide, 
Have witness’d many a stately Argosy 
Lie on her bosom. Let her waves abide 
The greatest port of England, yet to be! 
FREDERICK P. KEIGHTLEY. 


IPSWICH 


EAR ancient town of narrow way, 
Low-lying by the river’s side: 
Quaint port of days: on Orwell’s tide 
The brown-sailed barges gently sway 
And come to rest. The busy street, 
And rural mart ’mid noisy throng, 
Do all express a people strong, 
To trade where Past and Present meet 
On Eastern plain. No frowning keep 
To quail thy foes; but everywhere 
The square-tower’d churches, grey and sere 
A faith reveal. Thy people sleep 
Beneath their shade. So let them rest 


A people free and surely blest. 
M. Larr. 


117 


JALISCO 


ALISCO: thou soft Spanish lisp of sound, 
J Begemmed with lakes, in dreaming Mexico ; 
Beset with mountains, verdant, pine-tree crowned, 
Whence diamond-brilliant waters flush and flow ; 
Where age-dimmed convents rear their mottled walls 
Against thy season of eternal Spring ; 
Where bell-made music, through those vaulted halls, 
Sound sweet as moon-lit fountains, murmuring : 


And who should marvel that thy maids are fair 
Or pure as violets they tread upon, 
Or shy, as is thy fragrant mountain air 
That trips across Chapala’s horizon ? 
And I have thought the light that threads thy mists 
First slanted through the hearts of amethysts. 
OLIverR C. ULMER. 


JERUSALEM 


OURSQUARE it lieth, lofty and alone, 
Within its mountain battlements and steep 
Ravines, where buried Jews and Moslems keep 
Their separate camps of white, sepulchral stone. 
Its towered walls engirdle zone on zone 
Of jealous worship, minarets that leap 
Higher than dome and spire, while sunbeams sweep 
All into one bright cluster, like a throne 


Of many jewels. Buzzing like a hive 
With stir of all varieties of folk, 
All sects that for her holy places strive, 
The city speaketh with a Voice above 
Theit wrangle, with His yearning Voice that spoke : 
** The Lord our God is one God. God is Love.” 
KATHARINE LEE BATEs. 
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JERUSALEM 


ERUSALEM ! A battlement of stone, 
] A hallowed sepulchre, an arid spot 
Of evil alleys and decaying rot! 
Where Jew bewails his Zion and makes moan 
And smites a wall! A Moslem will intone 
From minaret, Abdul Hathab, athwart the sky, 
While Arab and the Assyrian try 
With petty squabbles (discontent well sown) 


Disintegrate the Christian and the Jew ! 
Fanatic creeds, sick children, women, slaves, 
Aye! Madmen, leprous beggars, priests, a new 
Gethsemane, some gilded domes and graves, 
A holy Mecca, this, two thousand years | 
A golden citadel! A well of tears ! 
May Morr Smiru. 


JOHANNESBURG 


7 | AHOUGH London is the city of my heart 
Its rapid growth to my rapt mind appears 
A matter for high hopes unmixed with fears. 
For beauty into being so to start 
Should make imagination wise to dart 
And in futurity to take rich peers 
At grandeur greater in advancing years 
To emulate old England’s mighty mart. 


To you abroad what does it symbolize 
Beyond a metal rare beneath the sod ? 
For us who know the beauty of its skies, 
The dappled ground by happy people trod, 
Its sunsets stolen out of paradise, 
Not lifeless gold, but all-life-giving God. 
Joun Epwarp Macraw. 
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LE HAVRE 


HE slimmest crescent decorates the West, 
A silver thread against the glowing sky, 
Where gold and amethyst commingled lie, 

Their harmony enfolding ocean’s breast ; 

The evening’s hour in all perfection dressed 
Compels our thoughts and as these visions die 
She hangs her fairest ornament on high, 

While darkness gathers us in her great rest, 


Her grateful rest ! as dark and darker grows 
The hour, we mark an arc of circling light, 
. . . It is the harbour of Le Havre! then rows 
And rows appear, a diadem and right 
Ahead, among the spars the skies disclose 
The friendly Dipper, swung upon the night. 
AuiceE Hunt BARTLETT. 


LINCOLN 


QUIET, old-world charm about her clings 
This little mother town. Time with hushed wings 
Sits brooding o’er her fair Cathedral Towers, 

Her stooping houses, old and very wise, 

Strange secrets keep, their windows like tired eyes 

Stare blindly ; they have seen so many flowers 

Blossom and die. High on the old grey wall 

In plaintive murmurings the pigeons call, 


And little children play along the street. 
I sometimes think the listening eaves can hear 
Sweet phantom voices, and are bending near 
To catch the sound of unseen pattering feet. 
Dear mother town, for still she loves them so, 
Her little children of the long ago! 
KE. Joyce Harrison. 
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LIVERPOOL 


HARBOUR small, with vessels two or three, 
A A little sister of more ancient ports 
Grown great by grants bestowed by royal courts, 

And famous made by ventures on the sea, 
Whilst thou wert dreaming of a fame to be, 

And sunsets edged what seemed an ocean wide 

Unbounded. Curious man, unsatisfied, 
Set sail and found that ocean’s boundary. _ 


Romance of commerce then for thee began, 

Thy youthful dreams were realized, thy fame 
Emblazoned was on many a merchantman, 

That proudly bore upon its hull thy name. 
Young sister of more ancient ports, grown great 
Art thou, as they were in their best estate. 

Hucu Lioyp-Jongs. 


LIVERPOOL 


DO not hold with those who would despise 
The honour which attests our city’s right 
To take her place, as one of full-grown height, 
Among the great communities whose rise 
Hath won for sturdy Englishmen the prize 
Of proud supremacy in arts whose light 
Dims the fierce splendour of the blaze that flies 
Before the conquering hordes of lawless might. 


The fishing hamlet which our grandsires knew, 
And nurtured into greatness, well may claim 
The honour that is deemed to be her due, 
Whose glorious past hath earned for her a name 
Which ’twill be ours to hand unsullied down 
To unborn children of the ‘‘ good old town.” 
JoserpH WHITE. 
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LIVERPOOL 
(NIGHTFALL ON THE MERSEY) 


HE stubborn rearguard of the day 
| Still challenges the van of night ; 
The tide, full sated, ebbs away, 

The last gull takes its seaward flight. 


Spectral against the waning West, 
The boats at anchor rock to sleep ; 
The city lulls itself to rest— 
Out yonder is the homeless deep. 


Along the river’s dusky edge, 

The lamps in far perspective merge, 
Slow tapering like a starry wedge, 

At the horizon’s dying verge. 


From out the portal of the East 
The pilgrim stars come silent on— 
The great, the less, and then the least, 
Till all the dome of night is won. 


I stand in thought amid the years. 
Cloth’d with a frail mortality ; 
And, like this harbour, life appears 

An Inlet of Immensity ; 


At which the passing souls of men 
Put in for short or longer stay, 
Discharge their freight, load up, and then 
Slip from their moorings, and away ! 


James Lewis MILLIGAN. 
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LIVERPOOL 


I 


HE salt tides love her ; creeping twice a day 
With soft caress at times, to granite walls 
That hold the ocean greyhounds in their stalls ; 
Or wildly dashing with a leaping spray, 
Bear varied wealth, of goods and friends away 
To stranger lands, where changing Fortune calls : 
Then sad farewell like dying music falls, 
And rainbow smiles upon the teardrops play. 


Spires, towers, masts, chimneys, buildings gaunt or fair, 
Are beautiful when morning sun all gilds ; 
More glorious still are they when sunset charms, 
And fairy palaces around her builds : 
Erect, expectant, she is waiting there 
To welcome all the world with friendly arms. 


Pe 


Gulls on the river play, and white sails glow 
On changing waves pale green, more often dun ; 
The ferry boats their busy journeys run, 
And lively tugs the giant steamers tow ; 
At highest tide the ships then seaward go, 
Or home delighted come, the harbour won ; 
A myriad shore lights gleam at set of sun, 
While anchored vessel-lights like fireflies show. 


Fog bell and syren make a wild weird roar 
When winter shrouds the river in a mist, 
And vessels creep that love so much to race ; 
While anxious pilots for the warning list : 
But when all gloom has vanished, then once more 
The city shows her dear familiar face. 
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3 
Youth sees her argosies with treasure stored ; 
And walks the city ways with hope elate, 
While foreign garb or feature some far state 
Recall. Strange spicy odours forth are poured, 
And richest fruits upon her quays are lowered : 
Here roving sailor hails long parted mate, 
And saucy craft leviathan so great, 
Both ready to discharge their precious hoard. 


This is the meeting place for East and West, 
Whose flags and funnels add their vivid hue : 
One old time wooden vessel lies at rest 
Where sea cubs learn Dan Neptune’s wondrous lore ; 
Our inland folk see all things strangely new, 
Charmed by the stage, the ships and farther shore. 


4 
Where dwellings crowded now doth Commerce bide ; 
The city ploughs right into fields of green ; 
Some ancient churches are no longer seen, 
All swept away by slowly changing tide : 
Old men returning o’er the loss have sighed, 
Seeking in quiet ways what once hath been, 
Since age for youth keeps memory most keen, 
Yet finding in the change some civic pride : 


For Art and Science have with Time kept pace, 
Kind wealth has aided sick and orphan sad, 
And reared memorial or sacred Fane : 
On many a lowly way some touch of grace 
From Art or Nature makes the dweller glad ; 
Though foul spots yet the city’s beauty stain. 


5 
Strange tides of life here in the city rise 
With light and shadow ; but in many a heart 
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The birds are singing ; and to being start 
Those flower-like deeds that noble natures prize, 
And love and friendship gleam in passing eyes ; 

Man’s wits are sharpened in the crowded mart, 

Where no man liveth to himself apart, 

For action calls, and idle dreaming dies. 


And if the country be at times most fair, 
Its peace and beauty making glad the soul, 
Though man’s first Paradise was garden rare,’ 
His last—the revelation came with awe— 
When Seer of Patmos looked on life’s last goal, 
It was a City, heavenly, he saw. 
EpMuND BurkE. 


LONDON 


\ N YOODS for April weather, 
Downlands for the prime, 
Moors for autumn heather— 
London all the time ! 


Shops of fairy glitter, 
Goblins in the street, 
Draggled birds a-twitter, 
Tramp of tired feet. 


Flaming on the river 
Drops the dying west. 
London’s arc-lights quiver, 

Jewels on her breast. 


Woe to youth that lingers, 
Lured by rainbow gleams— 
London’s grubby fingers 
Clutch at broken dreams. 
ELEANOR RENARD. 
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LONDON 


FAME-CROWNED city of an Empire Isle, 
O Though queen of trade and Mistress of the Seas, 
Flinging thy largess, taking thy just fees, 
From India’s rivers and the gold-green Nile 
Flowing by tomb and ancient temple pile, 
Through desert sands and tangled jungle trees— 
Thine honout’s claim lies not alone in these, 
Nor in red Conquest’s path, blood drenched each mile ; 


For in thy walls was wrought a magic spell 
When sweet Will Shakespeare up to London came, 
That time nor change nor death can e’er dispel, 
For there he kindled an immortal flame 
Whose light gave thee, as o’er all earth it fell, 
Transcendent glory and eternal fame! 
PAULINE CARRINGTON BouveE. 


LONDON’S STREET OF DREAMS 


LL ye whose ears are open to hear the Pipes of Pan, 
Who walk the ways of Faery, clean-hearted, unafraid, 
Who spin the woof of Beauty to clothe your fellow-man, 
Set up your loom in Fleet Street, the Street where Dreams are made. 


The Poet and the Dreamer, the Beggar and the Fool 

Who glimpsed the Vision Splendid—a knightly throng and bold— 
Have hung the walls with magic and made them beautiful, 

Have glorified the hoardings and paved the ways with gold. 


Yet phantoms walk in Fleet Street, the street of blood and tears, 
They lurk in lonely byways where cold the starlight gleams, 

Wrapped in a tattered mantle of withered hopes and prayers— 
They wove the weft in Fleet Street, the Street of Broken Dreams. 


When down those gleaming pavements, with gallant heart and strong 
Rides Youth on steed of Faery, a-singing thro’ the morn, 
All ye who by your firesides shall read his golden song, 
Send up a prayer for Fleet Street, the Street where dreams are born. 
Lucy MALLEson. 
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LONDON 


REAT cities have been lost in flood and flame : 
Cé And some the grudging hand of Time has shorn 
Of pride and loveliness ; and some, forlorn, 
Keep but the whispered magic of a name, 
No skill can recreate, no power reclaim. 
Thus, at the last, a wan and deathly morn 
May view this London desolate, and uptorn 
The few, fair relics of a dying fame. 


Yet will the sparrows haunt the ruined square 
The tottering plinth, the rent and shattered walls 
In some abandoned garden, roses dying 
Will spill their crimson petals ; thro’ the air 
No other voice of lamentation falls 


Save from the river bank, the seagull crying. 
CHARLES C, MorTIMER. 


LONDON 


REY, ancient London with a youthful heart 
Of parks where children unforbidden stray 


On velvet greens by swan-ruled ponds all day, 
Or, touched by fairy magic, dream apart ; 
London, where crowded court and roaring mart 
To stately, gorgeous pageantry give way 
And names and faces out of book or play 
Are met in common life, new coined for art ; 


Though alien, I, such instant part of me 
Became the shifting opal of your sky 
Pierced by dim suns, the haunting, acrid smell 
Of fogs that blot you from reality, 
I well believe, above my new-born cry, 


Were heard faint ghostly echoes of Bow Bell. 
MARJORIE Fry. 
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LONDON 


ANTASTIC thought ! a citizen am I 
Of this huge soulless City, stretching wide 
Its ghastly tentacles on every side ; 
And yet, to-morrow should I come to die, 
Scarce of its millions one would heave a sigh, 
Not one in solitude to weep would bide, 
Though tears stream through its precincts like a tide 
And sighs eternal ascend to the sky. 


Rather I’d dwell within the humblest cot 
In some small hamlet hidden far away, 
There with the birds and flowers to make my lot, 
Sons of the soil to give me kind good-day, 
Who when I fell asleep in God’s own plot 
Would speak my name and linger there to pray. 
CoNSTANCE GREEN. 


LONDON 


HOU hast Westminster, and my heart as well, 
Cradle of dreams and sepulchre of fears ; 
Broidered with beauty of thy stately years, 

Filled with time’s music and harmonious swell 
Of rhythmic ages that insistent dwell 

In peace, in silence o’er the mighty biers 

Of England’s lofty, and her lowly Seers 
Whose evening voices richer morns foretell. 


Thou art a city born of many days : 
The long ascending of a freeman’s will ; 
Thy self the source of many widening ways ; 
Thy purpose one for time alone to fill. 
Thy strength is Britain’s own and Britain stays 
Her faith on thee. Heart of the Empire still! 
HERBERT H. LONGFELLOW. 
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LONDON 


S here I stand and listen to the roar 
Of traffic where the motor-buses ply 
My thoughts to other far-off ages fly, 
When Celt or Saxon, or proud Norman, bore 
Their arms in this same place. Strange is the lore 
Of London Town, whose past and present cry 
Each unto each; and dust in dust, men lie 
With Roman coins, for Chaton’s fee, in store ! 


A thousand years the noble Thames has brought 
Rich cargoes to its mart. Plots, plague and flame 
Swept over it in vain. City apart ! 
Where Burgesses, through centuries, have wrought 
In freedom’s cause, and shaped old England’s fame ! 
Here beats to-day a living Empire’s heart ! 
GEORGE ALEXANDER TOUCHE. 


LONDON 


EIGHTIEST city in a wonder-world, 
\ \ Thy stones and very streets most loudly speak ; 
Thy misty Thames, though foul her barges reek, 
Bears proudly ships whose varied flags unfurled 
Wake memories of armadas fiercely hurled : 
Then foes had crushed thee had remotest streak 
Of fear been thine. Nor Fortune found thee weak 
When Zep’lins roared, and hostile air-planes whirled. 


Heart of a nation spread to earth’s last shore, 
Open to welcome sons of every race, 
No wonder dawns but sons of thine explore ; 
Arts old or new in thee find fitting place ; 
Traditions, priceless now as prized before, 
Shine—jewels in thy rich new crown of grace. 
C. E. C. Hopcson. 
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LONDON 


OTHER of Empires! Thine the dust of Kings, 
In thy deep domes sleep pale sweet Queens long dead, 
Memories of Viking, Roman, Norman wed, 
Great age to new of past imaginings. 
Nelson’s free spirit in its wanderings 
Is London’s still, and in the sunset’s red 
Great Wellington weeps o’er the unknown, led 
Still to “‘ lead on” in cause of sufferings. 


Thy memories set in gems the winds enfold 
Hallowed thy streets in peridot and jade, 
Johnson and Goldsmith! Ne’er can they grow old, 
Nor can the tapestries of this great city fade— 
Mother of Empires! East and West can hold 
This grand old London hero sires have made. 
PETRONELLA O’DONNELL. 


LONDON: WINTER 
Two Aspects 


LIVID gloom blots out the hopeless skies ; 
Mingled with rain the dingy snow-flakes fall 
Between the grimy houses, gaunt and tall ; 

Through oily mire the sodden traffic plies ; 
Stale fumes of petrol on the dank air rise ; 
Noise, in a stunning tide, submerges all ; 
Clammy beneath the smoke-fog’s dragging pall 
The monstrous city in her foulness lies. 


Grey water, and grey skies, and silver wings 

Of softly-flocking gulls that drift and gleam 
About the arches, where the river swings 

Past Westminster. Afar the pale towers seem 
Sculptured of sea-mist, insubstantial things ; 

Great London, lovely as a poet’s dream ! 

Eva DoseEtt. 
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APRIL IN EAST-LONDON 


REAR ate these city streets, and smoke-clouds grey 
Dim the clear lustre of the opal skies 
Of April. How shall Nature-loving eyes 
Find Beauty in this place so far away 
From all things beauteous ? Lovely to-day 
The world must be where April dawns surprise 
Dream-haunted violets where the forest sighs, 
And blossoms listen for the steps of May! ~ 


Yet—even here, my soul has bowed before 
The wonder of an April daffodil, 
Classic as on some fair Sicilian shore ! 
And I, midst homely duties, have grown still 
With grateful joy God’s Beauty to adore 
In crocus-flowers that light my window-sill ! 
EpiIrHA JENKINSON. 


LONDON 
Its Roar 


ARGE cities make great noise but London roars ! 
Its volume rolls in heaving surging sound 
Mote heavy than elsewhere, as though were wound 
Deep drums on jaws of lions in great corps, 
Like muffled beating of their breath in scores. 
And would one hark along the swelling ground 
Some thund’rous Jove might seem to be around, 
Though rhythmic hear it as it onward pours | 


Hush back to it upon the pounding sea 
Bound for New Zealand, or for Australia, 
Dispersing waves of it from land to land 
The echoes following to far Asia. 
Strange, alien ears may never understand 
Yet feel its throbbing pulse, its deep-toned key. 
Cexr1A LoutsE CRITTENTON. 
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LONDON 


HIS murmuring hive is like a sounding shell, 
In rumbling music from the wheeling grind, 
So you can shut your eyes as one who’s blind, 
And hear Atlantic billows for a spell. 
Then look, a lord doth pass, and lo, a hind, 
Who takes a pavement as a home to dwell— 
These blend the bounds which sense conveys to mind, 
As folds the funeral note with marriage bell. 


Life, like the Thames, doth wind between extremes, 
Till city soul is hushed in cosmic dreams ; 
Then rest doth make a requiem and mass, 
And wrong, and hate, and pain behind us pass ; 
Then thought, like temples, can transcend in gleams, 
And tryst beyond the train of topic themes. == 
CarLyon BELLAIRS. 


LONDON BELLS AND A FOG 


IDNIGHT ! the sleepless city stirs in pain 
Beneath her skyey coverlid hung round 


And tasseled to its utmost fringe with sound 
Of chiming bells, that, as she moves again 
Shake off their dripping notes in flying rain. 
With falling gouts of melody, resound 
In deep-toned waves from silences unbound 
Her vigrant towers—a death-song of the slain. 


The guilty city sees a bloodstained glare 
Upon the grey cloud-curtains of her skies. 
Restless she turns and once more gives to air 
The ringing echoes of her victims’ cries, 
Then, maddened, flings the mist-wreaths of her hair 
About her ears and binds her haunted eyes. 
Ipa E. L. Hinpe. 
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LONDON AT NIGHT 


IGHT shudders over London. Her tall spires 
N Stretch finger-like into the glooming sky. 
Pointing the magic of their mystery. 

From endless windows flicker endless fires. 
The river’s dark in day, but now the sun 

Creates a crimson ribbon out of Thames. 

The lacquered bridges glimmer with pale gems, 
Swift, silently the muscled waters run. ... . 


In parks and empty squares the statues show 
Pale ghosts of Englishmen. Nelson looks down 
Upon the London of his dreams below. 
Charles rides beneficent, without his crown. 
Night shudders over London. Stars above 
Greet stars below, shining with London’s love. 
PHOEBE FENWICK GAYE. 


THE STREETS OF LONDON TOWN 


UR London streets are drab and dull—but stay |! 
O Line upon line of scarlet flashes by 
And see! where stands a barrow heaped on high 

With globes of sun-colour and crimson gay. 
Noise is incessant ; motor, lorry, dray, 

Contribute din; the coster’s raucous cry 

And children’s voices shrilling to the sky 
Combine as instruments in orchestra. 


Withdraw a little space apart, and then 
Is dissonance resolved in harmonies, 
And as the wild sea-swallows’ plaintive cries 
Make music when the ocean’s bass is given, 
So from the earth-bound business of men 
Resounds a wondrous overture to Heaven. 
J. M. Coszerr. 
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LONDON 


OMANCE has set her castle here, where beats 
The heart of England; hither no winds blow 
But sing of youth; long since the Bells of Bow 
Called Whittington; here Milton, Lamb and Keats 
Once bowed the knee to her; and he that meets 
In some pale dawn that gallant band shall know 
Her secret, and why Shakespeare long ago 
Left Stratford for the beauty of her streets. 


Still when the moth of twilight flutters down 
Poets and kings and sages long since dust 
Leave Paradise to gather at her gate ; 
These gave their lives as jewels for her crown, 
Left us this London as a holy trust, 
Bidding us keep their faith inviolate. 
Lucy MALLESON. 


LOS ANGELES 


RIBUTE to Time you do not owe; you grew 
Slowly at first, but soon with mushroom-growth, 
As one who dreaming wakes, and hating sloth, 
Ponders his dreams, aflame to make them true— 
Holds half-dethroned old love ; and seeking new, 
Builds a new mansion to befit them both— 
Perjures in turn new pledge by newer oath— 
Still loving all, enthrones fresh loves in lieu. 


Los Angeles! from town to city grown, 
Once dreamt—a Mission of the Padres brave ; 
Then, waking in a dreamland all your own, 
Almost the Silver Screen proclaimed you slave ; 
But mighty Kings of Commerce stormed your throne. 
Now Envy sits, Canute-like, at your wave. 
Ceciz KE. C. Hopcson. 
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LOS ANGELES 


OS ANGELES, City of Angels, thou, 
] The bright, the beautiful, the brave, the free | 
Enthroned upon the radiant western sea 

Thou sittest in state, a crown upon thy brow, 
The solemn symbol of a sacred vow 

To safeguard well an empire’s liberty : 

Seattle, Francis, thou, the watchers three 
Who guard the land from hostile foreign prow. 


I see thee great, but down the lengthening years 
A golden city shines upon my ken ; 
Its granaries bursting with rich harvest ears, 
Within its myriad streets a world of men; 
No prouder title then a southron hears, 
Than to be named of thee a citizen. CHARLES Hoopsr. 


LOS ANGELES 


EOPLE by armies march the clamorous ways 
P In which ten thousand claxons plead and swear 
In vain, impeded haste. Trams pierce the air 

With clangour. And yet all together raise 
A throbbing diapason of high praise 

Of life in this cosmopolis all share 

In building, ever building, strong and fair 
And new, though sentient of ancient days. 


Here English stalk and there flit Japanese 
And Chinese glide where Buddha’s shrine uprears ; 
Here Western girls, Italians, Portuguese, 
There humbled relicts of Spain’s haughty years— 
All marching, marching in Los Angeles, 
Souled by the spirit of the pioneers ! LEE SHIPPEY. 
[Argument—I am acquainted with Chicago, New York, London and Paris, 


‘but never have seen elsewhere such ctowds and clamour as ate now in downtown 
Los Angeles. And though the streets are jammed with vehicles the walks are even 
more jammed with marchers. 


The Buddhist temple is on Jackson street. bile, 
I defend the use of “ relict”? on the ground that every woman of Spanish 


descent I see suggests widowhood—the whole Spanish colony is widowed of its 
glory. L.S.] 
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LOS ANGELES 


AIR City of the Angels, yours to hold 
12 Your standard high, with glorious torch aflame ; 
That pilgrims, flocking hither in the name 

Of high adventure, find a purer gold 
Than actor-wage can give; a larger mould 

Of life, than offer of mere pleasuring 

For those, too soft to bear the winter’s sting, 
Who flee to you as refuge from the cold. 


Yours is the chance of city latest-born 
To learn from all your elders, turn away 
From trickery and bribery and greed ; 
And, ’neath the blue sky of your radiant morn, 
Bestrewn with blossoms, speak a better day ;— 
A City of the Angels, then, indeed. 
Lit1an MAxwELt STRONG. 


LOS ANGELES 
(“ Nuestra SENORA LA Retna DE Los ANGELEs ”’) 


WART Spanish folk devoutly christened her— 
Her name is like a little love-chant sung, 
Or twinkling jewels on a gold thread strung. 
She has been mother, nurse, a fame to spur 
The adventurous, a shining prize to stir 
Fierce rivalry. Upon her breast, being young 
And very fair, resplendent tributes hung. 
She lodged the sycophant—the flatterer. 


Now, in her rich maturity, a crowd 
Censorious brands her spoiled, self-centred, proud. 
But if she hold her white soul safe, aloft, 
If she will keep her strong hands swift and soft 
In service, wise of heart and firm of will, 
She'll be Our Lady of the Angels still ! 
Jut1aA Boynron GREEN. 
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LOUISBURG 


ND this is Louisburg! whose moss-grown ruin 
Stretches before me—one deserted waste ! 
Scarce can the eye, its eager search pursuing, 
The outlines of her strong defences trace— 
Relentless by the minet’s blast effaced. 
Yet she was once the brightest gem of all 
The gorgeous brilliants that with splendour ase 
The diadem of old monarchial Gaul— 
She who defiance frowned, and Britain foe did call. 


The Dunkirk of this land !—how fallen since then | 
The eye but wanders o’er a waste of stone, 
Remains of dwellings once the abodes of men, 
But now forlorn, deserted, silent, lone ; 
And rank and mantling grass hath overgrown 
Her streets, her sepulchres, her ruined walls. 
The voice of bygone ages hath a tone 
Which lingers yet amid these prostrate halls, 
As reverent ’mid their maze my pensive footstep falls. 


Lo, yon green rampart! towering once in pride, 
And bristling, too, with bayonets, that long 
The prowess of the immortal Wolfe defied.— 
Not to the peaceful Muse doth it belong 
To weave with sturdy martial words her song, 
Else might I speak of glacis and of fosse, 
Of massy culvert, and of battery strong, 
And blasted battlements o’ergrown with moss, 
Around whose ruined base the angry billows toss.— 


Eastward there stood upon the frowning steep— 
And of its wreck some fragments still remain— 
Their beacon light, the Pharos of the deep! ... 


RicHARD HUNTINGTON. 
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MADRAS 
D OWN, down, the southern hills that face the stars 


In clear sky rising far, and on the sea 
Reflected as they were in long past years, 
Slow rises city, nurse of fishery. 

From snow-white sea-beach stretching to the sky, 
Appears the port whose patron is St. George 
With spacious lawns, and walks in rear; rise high 
The seats of trade and face blue crested surge. 


Through heart of city runs a canal deep 
For commerce. Meet here trains from north, from south, 
With other parts their intercourse to keep, 
And carry motley crowd to their goals, forsooth ! 
Siroccos blow and cover all in dust ; 
Then, haze apace comes and all view is lost. A. C. Basu. 
[Madtas, the third city in India, situated in the south, has a fine harbour, an 
aquatium marine, a port named after St. George. It is the meeting-place of several 


railways. There ate a few buildings worthy of mention—the Government House, 
the High Court, and the European firms. It is exposed to storms and cyclones.] 


MANCHESTER 


ITY of smoke-grey skies and humid air— 
Planned, not for beauty, but utility— 
Here are no stately hills of majesty 
Crowned with white temple or with palace fair : 
Commerce is lord of all, and everywhere 
The city hums with pulsing energy 
And prideful purpose, while unceasingly 
The smileless faces pass in street and square. 


Yet, “ City of the Bee,”! within your hive 
Lies hid the sweet and wholesome honeycomb 
Of human love: Here, mid the stress and strain, 
High thoughts and holy worship still survive, 
And Music, throned, has perpetual home, 
Tuning the city’s soul to highest gain. 
ANNIE L. KNOWLES. 
1 The bee is the City’s emblem, and is incorporated in the Arms of Manchester. 
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MANCHESTER 
O back a century on the town, 
G That o’er yon crowded plain, 
With wealth its dower, and art its crown, 
Extends its proud domain. 
Upon that plain a village stood, 
Lonely, obscure, and poor : 


The sullen stream rolled its dull flood 
Amid a barren moor. 


Now, mark the hall, the church, the street, 
The buildings of to-day ; 

Behold the thousands now that meet 
Upon the peopled way. 

Go, silent with the sense of power, 
And of the mighty mind 

Which thus can animate the hour, 
And leave its works behind. 


Go through that city, and behold 
What intellect can yield, 
How it brings forth an hundred-fold 
From time’s enduring field. 
Those walls are filled with wealth, the spoil 
Of industry and thought ; 
The mighty harvest which man’s toil 
Out of the past has wrought. 


Science and labour here unite 
The thoughtful and the real, 
And here man’s strength puts forth its might 
To work out man’s ideal. 
The useful is the element 
Here laboured by the mind, 
Which, on the active present bent, 
Invented and combined. 


The product of that city, now 
Far distant lands consume ; 

The Indian wears around his brow 
The white webs of her loom. 
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Her vessels sweep from Hast to West ; 
While wonders in her walls attest 
The power that commerce brings 


From wealth hath sprung up nobler fruit, 
Faster, linked with arts divine ; 
The gallery and the Institute 
Enlighten and refine. 
And many a happy English home 
With love and peace repays 
The care that may be yet to come, 
The toil of early days. 


Had I to guide a stranger’s eye 
Around our glorious land, 
Where yonder wondrous factories lie 
I'd bid that stranger stand. 
Let the wide city spread displayed 
Beneath the morning sun, 
And in it see for England’s trade 
What yonder town hath done. L. E. L. 


MANCHESTER 
(MipLtanp Hore) 


OMMERCIAL trams, commercial men and wit, 
( Levantine tincture subtly interfused 
Where Greeks and Jews and Englishmen bemused 

With sly Armenian trickeries, all sit, 
A sweltering riot in that curious pit, 

That solid chunk of Babel worse confused, 

Thy mad Hotel, the builder’s art misused 
Till epithets are but a waste on it. 


A citizen of this prosperity, 

A business man and worthy, duly laid 

Aside this world, and, being translated, cried, 
“Than Manchester is Heaven’s eternity 

Mote delicate by far!” A passing shade, 

“Thou foolish one! This is not Heaven,” sighed. 
J. A. M. Atcock. 
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MANDALAY 


TRANGE Eastern city, flung upon the plain, 
Where the broad Irrawaddy takes her way, 
Thy kingly court, thy pride, O Mandalay ! 
Has passed, and but its shadow doth remain. 
Thine ancient fort, whose rose-red walls between 
The heart of Burma surely buried lies, 
Holds yet the palace, echoing the cries 
Of vanquished Theebaw and his evil queen. 


But for those who have eyes to pierce the gloom, 
Beauty still lingers, is not wholly lost, 
The sheen of silk upon an old-world loom, 
The gleam of silver, cunningly embossed ; 
While, on the waters of thy peaceful moat, 
Pale lilies, dreaming of the past, still float. 
M. H. Carey. 


MANHATTAN 


( Cones Genius oped her sealéd lips : 
“Come, let us build upon this hemisphere 
A New World on a mightier phanisphere, 

A City Beautiful that shall eclipse 

All builded cities, whose foundation dips 
Beneath the sea, whose spires disappear 
Beyond the blue and cloudless atmosphere. 

Of stone? Nay, soul—A New Apocalypse.” 


That which creates, cteateth its own kind— 
The brain that plans the city builds the town. 
Within the plastic matrix of his mind 
Is man’s own sepulchre, white-walled, laid down ; 
’Neath cobble stone or masonry of brown 


Will future races his lost temples find. 
BENJAMIN CoLLiIns Woopsury. 


141 


MANHATTAN 
(From Queensborough Bridge) 


ENEATH the regent moon, lost in its gleam, 
Fading in mystic light, Manhattan stands, 
Molding new forms in its iron-strong hands ; 
Each-side deep-flowing two great rivers stream 
Down to the silvered bay, where by day teem 
Traffic and commerce from far-away lands ; 
Drawn from all spheres with their diverse demands, 
Mecca of workers, you City Supreme ! 


Reaching your lofty girders to the moon, 
Stooping to margins of the silvered bay, 
Sea-gitt, sea-sealed, steel-wrought, from the rock hewn— 
Symbol in Industry of man’s new way— 
Forward and upward . . . now stilled by night’s boon, 
Fair as some dream-world in silver and grey. 
AuicE Hunt BARTLetr. 


MANHATTAN MOSAIC 


HO Pegasus nor magic rug was mine, 
I saw, between the dawn and twilight star, 
A group of Russians round their samovar ; 
Fair Vikings, eager at the whiff of brine ; 
To gem dull casements, Chinese babies shine ; 
. Young gypsies, resting near an old bazaar, 
~ Like flaming whirlwinds, answer the guitar ; 
Italians, for their saints, sweet blooms entwine. 


At dusk that day, I watched the sunset haze 
Though which great fairy castles seemed to gleam. 
A light with beckoning will-o’-wisps, the bays 
And rivers guided the departing beam. 
A great mosaic, perfect every phase 
Are you, Manhattan, living yet a dream ! 
HELEN D. MALLEN. 
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MARYSVILLE 


OVED city of my youth and my desire ! 
On you look down the dateless towers of snow, 


And hills where summery rose and poppy blow 
Prophetic that your soul shall never tire 
But like a star for ever shall aspire : 
And where those walls of light eternal glow, 
Your bold men searched the golden lode—but, lo 
For me you gleam now like’ celestial fire ! 


I wait an exile in a stranger land, 
And in a day-dream hear your rivers purl. 
The comrades then I knew teach out a hand. 
We watch the prim young bandsman’s baton twirl ; 
The cannons boom, and merrily plays the band ! 
Even as I dream my heart is all a-whirl. 
Henry MEADE BLAND. 


MAYFIELD 


(SANTA CLARA County, CALIFORNIA) 


ATTERED, remiss, deserted, old and bare, 
| Yet struggling with her some few hundred still 
She leans her shoulder on the window-sill 
And feebly pushes back her thin, grey hair. 
Across the field the highway rushes there 
Which brings her little good and much ill will ; 
Her destiny, she lingers on to fill, 
But she has lost the grace that men call fair. 


In younger days her cheeks were painted red, 
Her gowns were silken, and her moods were gay, 
But now her favour lost, her glory fled, 
Dim memories of woes awake the day, 
And tell how soon bright spring and summer sped, 
And how far youth and hope have flown away ! 
G. R, MITcHELL, 
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MELBOURNE 
O SWEET Queen-city of the golden South, 


Piercing the evening with thy starlit spires, 
Thou wert a witness when I kissed the mouth 
Of her whose eyes outblazed the skyey fires. 
I saw the parallels of thy long streets 
With lamps like angels shining all a-row, 
While overhead the empyrean seats 
Of gods were steeped in paradisic glow, 
The Pleiades with rarer fires were tipt, 
Hesper sat throned upon his jewelled chair, 
The belted giant’s triple stars were dipt 
In all the splendour of Olympian air. 
On high to bless, the Southern Cross did shine, 
Like that which blazed o’er conquering Constantine. 
P. MOLoney. 


MEMPHIS ON THE MISSISSIPPI 
I F towers fair that lie on knees of gold, 


That overlook a river like a sea; 
If music, beauty, glare and din may be, 
And visions that my eyes have loved to hold 
Of great and gentle here of earthly mold, 
Shall fade like gods who lived in cave and tree, 
And vanished, leaving land and water free, 
And only whispered names that redskins told ;— 


Dear town, you will not pass into the night— 
But higher yet, your towers shall be crowned, 
To land the freighted concourse swift as light ; 
No limit shall your aspirations bound— 
Till cities, calling each to each, shall sight 
The city in the air that God shall found. 
PHOEBE FRAZER. 
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MOBILE, ALA. 
Ts richly-dowered children of her breast 


Regard her with the tenderness of teats, 
And those who bring to her their tired years 
Are touched to mark her kindness to a guest. 
Forever young her heart, forever blest 
With joy, her very lavishness endears ; 
Her nights so liquid-sweet to listening ears, 
Her vivid days in flame and flower expressed. 


Mobile, rare hostess yet a mother too, 
One who has learned to smile her cares away, 
Her scarf of grey moss lending added grace, 
Dimpling at her reflection in the blue, 
She dreams her dreams contentedly and they 
Must tread more softly who have seen her face. 
Mo try ANDERSON HALey. 


MONROE, LOUISIANA 


\ N Y HERE flows languorously the river race 
To mirror lace-like willows by its sides, 
And rushes on midstream with lithe swift grace 
To waft ships to the distant gulf, there bides 
A dream-like city of old avenues. 
Then touched by fairy wand—great treasure troves 


Of gas and oil unearthed—there now ensues 
Achange. The Sleeping Beauty wakes ; where droves 


Of gentle kine did rove she hears a medley 

Where throngs drawn by the wonder fuel are met. 
Rose-bowered, most beautiful she is, richly 

Set amid great oaks and pale magnolias. Let 
Those sigh in reminiscence of old days 


They smile too, prideful of her gala ways. 
ETHELWYN CULVER. 
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MONTALVO 


HERE is magic in the sunshine ; there is May-time in the sky ; 
l And soft summery cloudsare whitening in their sunny march on 
high. 


Sing the linnets in the arbor, shout the quail upon the hill ; 
And a little song of wonder croons the darkly-shaded rill. 


Shine the sylphy purple lilacs, azure springtime’s radiant dower. 
Shapes of sapphire sky thick-woven for a happy lover’s bower. 


Rune the stately sempervirens memories of the olden time ; 
And the songs they chant are touched with many a tale of merry rhyme. 


Here is joy and here is wonder! Time delays his hurrying flight : 
Lo, the far fields spread and greaten toa glory and a light! 


Here we hark back to the splendour of the shining names that were: 
Saint and soldier ; prophet, thinker; poet and enlightener. 


Here from this fair grove of Aidenn, gaze we happy on our way : 
For the trail of the to-morrow will be better than to-day. 


So we loiter with the Dreamer, great Montalvo come again, 
Touched with spirit and fine vision of the joys and hopes of men. 
Henry MEADE BLAND. 


MONTEREY 
(The Sentinel of Monterey) 
CYPRESS leaned far o’er the sea 
Awe branches shook most threateningly : 
“No nearer come—I guard the Bay ” ; 
Brave sentinel of Monterey. 


The breakers roared, the cliffs beyond, 
Sang requiems for souls once fond: 

““ We come and go,” the whitecaps say, 
To sentinel across the way.” 
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Still watchful stood for e’er and aye: 
Nothing escaped that guardian sway : 
And balmy breaths of cypress trees 

Flung fragrance rare far o’er the seas. 


The briny air and fragrant spice 

Lent wings to thought, in mem’ry’s trice, 
To Carmelo, last resting-place, 

Junipero, God’s servant of grace. 


Like the Nazarene, that Master mind, 
Blessed his followers in kind, 

Who sued the touch of garments grey, 
Soul-sentinel of Monterey. 


C. GarRLAND GOODWIN. 


MONTEREY 


HESE are the citied hills where Peace keeps ward 
Guarding divine content, and sea-born test, 
And wealth of poet-lore, and song unguessed. 
With what rare names thy sapphire sky is starred : 
The fiery Atherton, Sterling the bard, 
Bashford the dreamer, and Stoddard blest ; 
Rare Stevenson upon his dream-lit quest, 
His winged ship white-sailed and golden sparred. 


- Thy pines still echo strain on magic strain 
To gently lure the singer yet to be; 

And still the breakers beat the deep refrain 
In rolling numbers of the mother sea: 

I play my oaten pipe down by thy main, 
And the low voices answer, “ Mystery”! 


Henry MEADE BLAND. 
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MONTEREY 


HERE twisted cypress trees of weathered grey 
Make silver silhouettes against the sky, 
And through the stark, black pines the sea-winds sigh, 
There stand the white-washed walls of Monterey. 
The swirling fog drifts by in ribands grey, 
The rocks lift wet, black faces to the sky, 
Red sea-moss hangs in glowing tapestry 
Below the sun-splashed walls of Monterey. 


The fishing-boats with sails of blue and green, 
The little boats that brave the deeper seas, 
Are clustered at the wharves like blossoms gay, 
Their painted sails athwart the water’s sheen ; 
Great crimson roses climb to meet the breeze 
Above the crumbling walls of Monterey. 
JANE CAMPBELL Carr. 


MONTREAL 


EIGN on, majestic Ville-Marie ! 
R Spread wide thy ample robes of state ; 
The heralds cry that thou art great, 
And proud are the young sons of thee. 
Mistress of half a continent, 
Thou risest from thy girlhood’s rest ; 


We see thee conscious heave thy breast 
And feel thy rank and thy descent. 


Sprung of the saint and chevalier ! 
And with the Scarlet Tunic wed! 
Mount Royal’s crown upon thy head ; 
And past thy footstool, broad and clear, 
St. Lawrence sweeping to the sea ; 
Reign on, majestic Ville-Marie ! 
W. D. LicuTHatt. 
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MONTREAL 


AIL to thee, Royal city! Like a queen 
Thou sittest on thy throne in royal state, 
Ruling thy servitors that on thee wait, 
With courtly dignity and noble mien. 
Under thy canopy of maple green 
Thou takest tribute at thy castle’s gate, 
Borne in my white-winged messengers, and great 
Their golden store; but ticher far I ween 


Thou art in loyal hearts that beat for thee ; 
That turn to thee as pilgrim to a shrine, 
Or wanderer in foreign lands towards home. 
Wealthy in memories ; thou hast the key 
To treasuries of a storied past, a mine 
Of riches for thy sons in time to come. 
S. M. Bayuis. 


MONTREAL 


PRUNG from the hope of noble hearts, 
S Brought into being through sacrifice 
Of men and women who played their parts, 
And counted not their lives as the price. 
She has grown in her strength like a Northern Queen, 
’Neath her brown of light and her robe of snow, 
And stands in her beauty fair, between 
The Royal Mount and the River below. 


Changing its hue with the changing skies, 
The river flows in its beauty rare ; 
While across the plain eternal, rise 
Boucherville, Rougemont, and St. Hilaire. 
Far to the westward lies Lachine, 
Gate of the Orient long ago, 
When the virgin forests swept between 
The Royal Mount and the River below. 
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With its convent buildings low and white 
Nun’s Island lies, half wood, half plain ; 
While abreast of the city, green and bright 
Springs the wooded crest of Ste. Helene. 
In the east the shimmer of waves is seen, 
Where the river spreads in its onward flow 
From the Royal City that lies between 
The Royal Mount and the River below. 
WittiaM M’LENNAN. 


MORRISTOWN, N.]J. 
I 
EN loved not Athens in her maiden days 
Mote tenderly than these their tree-lined Town 
Which, lacking Muses for a wider praise, 
Lives in their hearts in still and sweet renown. 
The market square, the wagons in the dawn, 
The streets like music when their names are said, 
The Sunday spire, the green, untrammelled lawn,— 
These be the things on which their hearts are fed. 


And one long street climbs slowly to a hill 
That lifts her crosses for the Town to see 
How sleep those quiet neighbours, townsmen still, 
How there is peace for such as weary be... 
And as they come, each like a sleepy guest, 
She takes them, one by one, and gives them rest. 


II 
SunDAY MorninG 
A thoughtful quiet lies upon the street, 
There is a hushed suspension on the air, 
And the slow bells summon unhurried feet 
To dim reclosures kept for praise and prayer. 
Drawn blinds have shut the merchant’s wares away, 
Where two by two the goodly folk go by, 
Out of their toilsome days into this day 
Of special airs beneath a special sky. 


Ijo 


A little while, and all at last are gone ; 

The streets are stilled of passers up and down; 
Only the pealing bells toll on and on,— 

Till these, too, cease, and all the silent Town, 
In street, and roof, and spire, and grassy sod, 
Lies steeped in sunlight, smiling back at God. 


IIt 


In APRIL 


The way of Spring with little steepled towns 
Is such a shy, transforming sorcery 
Of special lights and swift, incredible crowns, 
That grave men wonder how such things may be. 


Davip Morton. 


NAPLES 


\ YESUVIUS pours hot lava in their veins ; 
It makes them do quick murder on steep stairs ; 
They lurk in pergolas, beneath the flares 

Of lamps that fling long shadows down still lanes. 
A wakeful merchant counts his feast-day gains ; 

A sleepy vendor sings his unsold wares ; 

Stilettos know their mark. ... They act on dares.... 
And beads of rosaries will hide the stains. 


Red roses shield the girl in slipping shawls ; 
Her lips provoke a kiss that lures to death ; 
A crouching shadow slinks away in flight ; 
A groan escapes the man who climbed the walls ; 
Seductive, sleepless Naples holds its breath 
For those who live by day—who die by night. 


RutrH Mason RIce. 
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NASIK—iNDIA 


ERE Time in spacious dignities is dight, 
H The long days circle with predestined phase 
Of morn and eve and sultry, glowing night, 
The inward and the outward moving maze 
Of Nature’s breath, of alternating light 
And starry darkness ; here the ordered chase 
Of season after season in slow flight 
A mystery of changeless change displays. 


Vast land, vast sky, vast space and little man, 
And all too small oases of delight ! 
Yet here is one, where by the river’s side 
Tall temples richly gemmed as only can 
A master-builder’s cunning, hymn the Light, 
The Love, the Wrath, the Bounty and the Pride. 
J. A. M. Atcocr. 


NEW BEDFORD 


IVE me to dream, now that those days are past, 
Go streets elm shaded and box bordered ways ; 
Of solemn meetings held on bright First-days ; 
Merchants, whose lot beside the sea was cast ; 
Young Quaker boys, who listened half aghast 
To whaler’s yarns in harsh adventure’s praise 
Or of dropt anchor in strange foreign bays, 
Till, lured at length, they shipped before the mast ; 


Let me dream on; or I shall hear, instead, 
Of stir in cooper’s shop and fitter’s store, 
A million looms that weave with deafening roar ; 
And know that eager eyes shall see no more 
The clouded canvas of square-riggers spread, 
Homing from voyages round the Cape of dread. 
M. E. BAKrr. 
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NEW HAVEN 


AW-LOVING men came here to colonize. 
They fenced their fields in squares ; the straggling oak 
Replaced with rigid ranks of elms, that spoke 
The joy they felt when they could dogmatize. 
Then dogma waned in vogue ; new enterprise 
Passed on, esteeming our affairs a joke ; 
So now you find us quiet-mannered folk, 
Silent and stiff perhaps, but notunwise. “ 


For we have given genius to the land, 
Thought, and discovery ; and if our elms 
Rustle too dreamily for you who place 
More faith in outer works than inner grace, 
Bethink you that our dreams have conquered realms 
Whose treasures beggar those of Samarkand. 
WAYLAND WELLS WILLIAMS. 


NEW HAVEN 


AR-FAMED New Haven! Old, yet ever young— 
For buoyant Youth comes flocking to thy gates, 
Crowding the portals where wide learning waits ; 
High in thy wondrous tower the chimes are hung. 
How sweet and clear their silver notes are flung 
O’er thee, fair city of New England States, 
So justly proud of thy Colonial dates. 
How many famous men thy praise have sung. 


Who walked the Green beneath the elm trees shade,— 
Scholars and statesmen whom the world hath crowned. 
Thy harbour blue the early settlers made ; 
Thy Rocks uplifted mark the city’s bound ; 
Thy ships have sailed to every mart of trade,— 
We hail thee, city by the shining Sound ! 
Apa S, SHELTON. 


153 


NEW LONDON, CONN. 


OU are the temple of my great delight, 
My soul’s felicity, my measure’s fill. 
Once, in a sullen mood, I vowed to still 
The fever of my day beyond all sight 
Of aught approaching you, and turned with might 
To painted fields. Tears were my bread until 
You took me to yourself again. So will 
I sing of you, my beautiful, at height 


Of my small voice. So will I seek to tell 
Of spirit and of lofty pride; of trust 
Bestowed for trust betrayed; of faiths, not shell 
Or fire, nor all the darts of the unjust 
Can dent. So will I sing that love you well 
From every side, till my dust meet your dust. 
RutH Irvinc CONNER. 


NEW ORLEANS 


HE cities of the old world, and the new, 
My feet have trod; but never have I seen 
A city of thy caste, thy state, thy mien ; 
For good or ill, unique thou art, ’tis true ; 
I walk thy narrow streets, thy levees view, 
Thy merchandise—and think of what had been 
Once in the past, when thou didst reign as queen, 
And all the southland gave their worship due. 


I see gay cavaliers, I hear sweet songs 
That float and dream above the river’s breast : 
I view the pomp and pride of stately throngs, 
The courtly graces, the suave host and guest ; 
I see the thing that all that throng defiled :— 
A poor slave-mother weeping for her child. 
CHARLES Hooper. 
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NEW ORLEANS 


\ N pees thine ancient bound’ries, romance lies : 
The narrow, old-world streets are redolent 
Of France and Spain, and bold explorers, sent 
To win an empire by their high emprise. 
From gold-green courtyards, ghostly echoes rise ; 
The vows of long-dead lovets, subtly blent 


With music and low laughter, and the scent 
Of roses, drifting upward to the skies. 


But not alone from old romance, is sprung 
Thy charm, O city! For thou still art fair, 
With veils of vivid blossoms o’er thee flung ; 
Bejewelled sunshine ; fanned by fragrant air ; 
And crowned with that allure, by poets sung, 
More potent than mere beauty and mote rare. 
PAULINE DILLINGHAM. 


NEW ORLEANS 


OST things I shall forget, but never these: 
Warm, lazy sunlight spilling down the street 
In careless, amber pools; the haunting, sweet 
Fragrance of jasmine on the drowsy breeze ; 
The crinkling softness of crépe-myrtle trees ; 
Languid, brown water, lapping round the feet 
Of tired, old levees, crumbling to their beat, 
And moon-flowers, pallid, in a waxen frieze. 


Woven into my dreams are Vieux Carrée, 
Shadowed and dim; the faded market-place 
And streets half-veiled in trailing Spanish moss, 
I face the bleakness of a Northern day 
Smelling magnolias, while upon my face 
The wistful tears unhalted, take their course. 
EvizABETH R, DILLINGHAM. 
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NEW YORK 


WILDERNESS of never-opening doors ! 
O waste of windows whence no lamp can shine! 
What man has ever pierced your inmost shrine, 
Or read that myriad-chambered heart of yours ? 
Strange as mysterious lights on misty shores 
Are those blank walls in many a stolid line, 
Precipitous crags of brick which show no sign 
Of love that flames beyond or hope that soars ! 


A universe of movement, life, and dream! ... 
Of tragic battles, sighs and tears and hate, 
Of plumeless heroes and the uncrowned great, 
Of dust and starlight !—Sad that scarce a gleam 
Answers the watching eye from walls which seem 
Mute as the moon yet eloquent with Fate ! 
STANTON A. COBLENTZ. 


NEW YORK 


HO could weave tapestries as cities weave 
\ \ Their languorous, wanton spells about your soul ? 
Who could untangle threads from out the whole 

Gay gold of laugh and love, yet always leave 
The throbbing grey that’s strung with tears; achieve 

The ultimate in beauty, yet control 

The varying skeins of life through all its roll 2— 
If I have you, now wherefore should I grieve ? 


Thus do I feel your subtleties, your balm, 
Thus do I gird my spirit with your power ; 
You draw me as the buoyant moon the tide, 
You crush me as the tempest breaks the calm. 
Give me the secret of each ripened hour— 
How shall my yearning longer be denied ? 
ELIzABETH SHAW MONTGOMERY. 
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IMMUNITY 
(New York) 


KNOW a place where the autumnal quiet 
Of Indian Summer falls at set of sun; 
The city of a myriad lights flares by it, 
And yet the uninvaded peace there won 
Is never ravished. Though the throngs surge nigh it 
With din of endless traffic overrun, 
Secure it lies from the bewildering riot 
Of passions flaming to oblivion. | 


So, when my soul with eminent precision 
Pacing the dread streets of the thoroughfare, 
Builds to the heights, beyond the crowds’ derision, 
It gains immunity. And howsoe’er 
The blasts sound mighty, it is safe in vision 
Amid the earthly swirl that plunges there. 
Gustav Davinson. 


NEW YORK 
(Times Square) 


HAVE remembrance of a tumult of faces 

Pouring past me on the thoroughfare, 

And of a city strange with luminous places, 
And how I bathed me in the currents there. 
Beauty was all too frequent to be rare, 

And I forgot the spell of starry spaces 
Athirst for glamour in the lamplight glare, 
Haunted by shadows and their fugitive graces. 


But when I left the broad ways in the gloaming, 
Weary with beauty which I could not share, 
J turned me, to Your sanctuary, homing, 
And climbed a more resplendent flight of stair ; 
And from those perilous nights of deep-sea roaming, 
Found harbour in the haven of Your care. 
Gustav DAvIDsoN. 
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NEW YORK 


FAIR mirage! When morning beams 
And night’s dark shadow dies— 
Past lace-like bridges—o’er wide streams— 
You draw our eager eyes, 
To where wreathed round by misty gleams 
A silver city lies. 


With old ambitions ever new 
The silver city teems— 
With marching crowds—the whole day through— 
°Till twilight. Then it seems 
Enwrapped in veils of purple hue 
The city of our dreams ! 
Auice Hunt Barruerr. 


NEW YORK 


REAT gateway to the New World’s vast domain 
(Go desert plains and rock-ribbed mountain tops, 
Of waving fields and harvest’s fulsome crops, 
And yellow gathering of golden grain ; 
Wind-swept, New York lies under summer’s reign. 
There is no hour when this City stops 
Its human round, *less when Orion drops 
Down, the horizon and the White lights wane. 


World City, with your power you inspire 
The crowding millions whom you dominate : 
Ambitions of the strong you set on fire 
With your dynamic force, nor hesitate 
At any hazard which may lead men higher,— 
With hunger of a soul insatiate ! 


Autce Hunr Bartierr. 


MY CITY 
(New York) 


LONG for you as only lovers long, 
And am as mourner in a foreign place, 
Always I would again the steps retrace, 

Where we went daily through your surgent throng, 
Singing each day with voice of youth, love’s song, 
Threading the Mall where great trees interlace, 

To a Casino where through year’s embrace 
We learned to know that love is very strong. 


You are for lovers, as an Eden spot, 
In your swift changing crowds how quickly, lost, 
Soft, when the shadows of the evening blot, 
And bending skies with the first star embossed, 
Become a background for things—unforgot,— 
You are the rainbow bridge by which I crossed ! 
Autce Hunr BARTLETT 


NEW YORK CITY 


HE child of vanished Empires rises here, 
Of old, and noble lineage is she 
Whose slim, white towers, like Bagdad’s, soar so sheer 
Against the smoke-blue haze—whose Bowery 
Resounds with swarthy vendors’ cries. Yet, near 
These dim bazaars, her columned Treasury 
And busy marts of trade, like Rome’s own, rear 
Proud heads, and here lies Egypt’s luxury. 


And when, at dusk, the yellow lights appear 
Across the purple river, mistily, 
I, like those ancient folk, in awe and fear, 
Absotb the splendour of my great city. 
Heir to this age-old grandeur, mirage-clear, 
She spans the centuries of mystery. 
EtsE FAIRFAX LEA, 
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NEW YORK 


I 


HE mighty City of New York looks out 
Between encircling hills on waters deep, 
Secure ; her huge protecting jetties keep 
The angry waves in check; nor fear, nor rout 
Within her streets is seen, nor round about 
Her quays; but, on her canyon thoroughfares 
A hustling throng—laden with joys and cares— 
Her busy citizens, move in and out 


The stately temples which, with skilful plan, 
She rears (almost they seem to touch the sky), 
And dedicates to every scheme which man 
Can conjure up: that he, with purpose high, 
May consummate her well-intended deeds— 
Her emprises supplying human needs. 


II 


S World-Metropolis she proudly stands, 
Like Liberty, to lighten all the earth 


And show where Opportunity has birth ; 
From her the Commerce of the world expands 
O’er islands, seas, and continental lands, 
Unto remotest men; with earthquake sound 
Her speeding traffic rumbles under ground— 
A basso deep, which surface roar demands 


To harmonize the whole ; firm and erect 
Her Toilers, at an early hour of day, 
Rush forth to tasks they eagerly expect, 
Like joyous children hast’ning to their play ; 
While far above her ceaseless din and strife 
Is heard one voice: ‘‘ This, this, O Man, is life |” 
Witiram S. WINANS. 
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NEW YORK 


HE heart of all the world am I! 
A city, great, and grim, and grand ! 
Man’s monument to mighty man ! 
Superb! Incomparable! Alone! 
Greater than ancient Babylon 
The giant-walled! Greater than Tyre, 
Sea-Queen ! Greater than Nineveh, 
Pearl of the East ! “Greater than Rome, 
Stupendous reared, magnificent ! 
Greater than Paris, city fey ! 
Greater than London, fog-enmeshed ! 
Greater than Venice! Vienna ! 
Or Petrograd! Greater than these ! 
That amI! Mark my high towers ! 
Mark my arched bridges! Mark my piers, 
A thousand fingers river-thrust ! 
Mark my windows, jewels aflash ! 
Mark my thoroughfares, crevice-slashed |! 
Mark my people, thronging, busy, 
Innumerable, life-motes of mine ! 
The heart of all the world am I! 
A city, great, and grim, and grand! 
Man’s monument to mighty man ! 
Superb! Incomparable! Alone |! 


Builded upon a million hopes 

And fears ! a billion joys and pains ! 
Wrought by a dauntless human will ! 
Raised, stone by stone, and beam by beam, 
Upon the dreams and disillusionments 
Of the souls of men! See! stranger, see | 
Survey me from my utmost peak ! 

Note how I rise into the skies, 

Granite, and steel, and steel again ! 

Note how my ramparts point the sun! 
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Note how my breathing shreds the blue 
With dazzlement of smoke and steam ! 
Note how my streets, sere, crude and deep, 
Long canyons in my titan form ! 

Note how my rivers, ship-begemmed, 
Gird me with zones of industry ! 


The heart of all the world am I! 

My shoulders vaunt the vaulted sky ! 
My stature rives the bonds of height ! 
My helmet darts with gleaming gold! 
My valiant plumes are winged with white 
My entrails cleave the cold quicksands ! 
My feet are sunk in whirling seas ! 

My living arms of glittering steel 
Reach out to clasp the earth about ! 
The heart of all the world am I! 

A city, great, and grim, and grand ! 
Man’s monument to mighty man ! 
Superb! Incomparable! Alone ! 


ARTHUR CREW INMAN. 


NEW YORK 


HOU art not London, mother of our race ; 
Thou art not Rome, madonna of the soul,— 
Nay, only one that strives but to control 
The world of trade. Yet must thou have high place ; 
For thou art life, at throbbing, breathless pace. 
And what so great as life! Go read his scroll: 
Can Shakespeare thrill us as that complex whole, 
The life that throbs beneath the meanest face ? 


Trade hath its beauty, too. Look eastward where, 
Through height of glistening masts, ye can descry 
The bridge that spans, a rainbow in mid-air, 
The past’s impossible: of kinship, ay, 
With where on Pincian Hill ye sudden stare 
Upon Saint Peter’s dome far up the sky. 


Morris GREY. 
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NEW YORK CITY 


HE sun lights up all outlines sharp and clear. 
The statue pale seems beck’ning us to see, 
Beyond the distant, sombre symmetry, 

A world of life, both beautiful and drear. 

What is it makes the wealth that sparkles here 
More glorious than Europe’s hoard could be ? 
How is it that these towers, soaring free, 

Appear as castles wonderful, austere ? 


Have airy beings vanished now, to view, 
From cloudy hiding-place, our rapture gleam 
At this transfigured spot—this fairyland ? 
The spell lasts long—from morn till dawn comes new ; 
Then lifts; the city shudders from its dream, 
And motions us away with spectral hand. 
Dororny LANGworTHY JONES. 


NEW YORK 


T are you, City, reared against the sky ? 
\ \ Resounding city, mile on mile of stone! 
How was this towering, teeming harvest sown ? 

By little Man? not first floor window high ! 
What are the giant seeds that underlie 

These checkered fields of granite, that have grown 

Where Indian corn by river wind was blown ? 
What will the ultimate reaping signify ? 


City, you are the thoughts of these, your throngs— 
These tiny men—desire and will of each ; 
A squalid street is builded out of wrongs ; 
A happy brain has dreamed a park’s extent ; 
All is an utterance truer than man’s speech ; 
Here Time will take his careful measurement. 
May Lewis. 
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NEW YORK CITY 


SOMETIMES think the City wears the ring 
The dwarf Andvari pillaged from the Rhine, 
So many forms of grave and gay design 
Has she assumed, while I gazed wondering. ... 
The venom of a serpent in her sting, 
She strikes the dazzled victim ’mid the shine 
Of leering lights conspired to consign 
Him to the pit of no recovering ; 


Then choosing suddenly another guise, 

She sits with folded hands and brow serene, 
Or looming grimly into leaden skies 

Becomes a dumbly-roaring grey machine. 
Slain low by twilight’s smile, the monster dies, 

And through its smoking breath a star is seen. 

RurH R. Mater. 
NOTTINGHAM 


From “ Gilbert, or The Young Carrier.” (Anon.) An Amatory Rural Poem, im 
Four Books. (Pub., H. D. Symonds, Paternoster Row. 1808.) 


ISCOURSING thus, twelve tedious miles they pass’d, 
Then came below the hollow rocks at last. 
Far in the distance stands a row of mills, 
Along the border of the forest hills ; 
The prickly gorse, with yellow blossoms crown’d, 
Appears in sight, where moos shoots o’er the ground ; 
The sluggish jack-ass loosen’d, steals abroad, 
To crop the thistle growing near the road. 
Slow up the rise the travellers pursue 
Their weary course . . . the houses strike their view : 
Adown the slope to NorrINnGHAM they come ; 
Their ears resound with many a rattling loom. 
Here wealthy folk in stately halls reside, 
The streets are pav’d, the market’s well supplied : 
By manufacture bears the town a name, 
Its LACE and stockings far and near in fame : 
Industry marks the certain way to gain, 
And commercs sends her labours o’et the main. 
Here’s seen the fruits of wretched idleness ; 
Rags, hunger, thirst, and every known distress. 
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NOTTINGHAM 


OTTINGHAM—’er the soul of enterprise, 
With spacious market-place, and old ‘“‘ Goose Fair,” 
Thick hums with industries ; while, over there, 
The Castle in high rocky grandeut lies. 
Grey hoary walls—the city at its feet— 
Proudly surveying hamlets, glades, and wood. 
And Sherwood Forest, roamed by Robin Hood. 
While silv’ry tidal Trent its glances greet. 


From Oliver’s lone mount once cannon roared, 
Loyal Cavaliers, and dour Roundheads strove. 
When Cromwell fought to England’s King uncrown. 
Through tumults wild, unrazed the castle soared, 
War-racked, oft-fled green peace from Clifton Grove. 
Teeming with hist’ry stands this ancient town. 
Caro Epmunps. 


OLD BERGEN 


*< Ye are the light of the World. A city that is set on a hill cannot be hid.” 
—NMatt. v. 14. 


EHOLD her! Beacon City on a hill, 
B The light thereof can not be hid, but yet 
So clearly shines while restless ages fret 

In time’s unerring ceaseless grinding mill ; 
A light that does enhance the royal will 

Of sturdy life, no sluggard’s lagging debt, 

A life to labour tuned and sternly set, 
In God’s name sought, no king’s bold flaunting skill ; 


In simple homely virtue daily tried, 
In God’s name held by faith and thrifty deed. 
For home and kin, for church and honoured state ; 
We hail thee, bless thee! far and ever wide, 
We praise old Bergen now, and surely need 
Again to praise, yet none too highly rate. 
JosEPHINE SIMPSON. 
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OLD NORFOLK 


ERE in decay a wistful beauty lingers 
Along quiet ways and dreaming gardens where 
Crépe myrtles blow, and ivy twines slim fingers 
Around the petulant rose, still blooming there, 
Shrinking, austere, the ancient houses frown 
Above the streets, a dull and shaken row. 
They ask for word of a forgotten town, 
And the breeze, sighing, whispers “‘ Long ago!” 


Yes, long ago when unremembered dust 
Was animate, when even death could seem 
Incredible, remote as mould and rust, 
This was the fabric of a city’s dream ;— 
A city now with dreams triumphant, thrown 
Against the stars in towers of steel and stone ! 
VIRGINIA LYNE TUNSTALL. 


The “ Norfolk”’ referred to is Norfolk, Virginia. 


OTTAWA BEFORE DAWN 


HE stars are stars of morn; a keen wind wakes 
l The birches on the slope ;_ the distant hills 
Rise in the vacant North; the Chaudiere fills 
The calm with its hushed roar; the river takes 
An unquiet rest, and a bird stirs, and shakes 
The morn with music ; a snatch of singing thrills 
From the river ; and the air clings and chills. 
Fair, in the South, fair as a shrine that makes 


The wonder of a dream, imperious towers 
Pierce and possess the sky, guarding the halls 
Where our young strength is welded strenuously ; 
While in the East, the star of morning dowers 
The land with a large tremulous light, that falls 
A pledge and presage of our destiny. 
Duncan CAMPBELL Scorr. 
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OTTAWA 


ITY of towers and turrets, 

Upon thy cliffs we dwell 

With spires that point to heaven 
And many a pealing bell. 


City of russet rivers, 

Their burden songs of thee ; 
City of singing river 

That tramp down to the sea. 


City of falling waters 
That turn the mills of man 
Make room for other toilers— 
The dreamer, artisan. 


Remember that the mill wheel 
Sometimes grinds more than grain; 
Remember that thy children 
Are flesh and blood and brain. 


City with brow of beauty 
Turned to the hills of old, 

City with eyes untroubled 
Build with a vision bold. 


Build with a vision splendid, 
Build with a sense divine, 

Until Immortal Beauty 
Says proudly “‘ Thou art mine.” 


Until thy towers and turrets 

And spires that dream in space 
Stand as a mighty symbol, 

The symbol of our race. 


City of towers and turrets, 
Upon the cliffs you dwell, 
With spires that point to heaven 
And many a pealing bell. 
Artur S. Bourtnor. 
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OTTAWA 


EYOND the dusky cornfields, towards the west, 
B Dotted with farms ; beyond the shallow stream ; 
Through drifts of elm with quiet peep and gleam, 

Curved white and slender as a lady’s wrist, 
Faint and far-off out of the autumn mist— 

Even as a pointed jewel softly set 

In clouds of colour warmer, deeper yet, 
Crimson and gold and rose and amethyst— 


Towards dayset, where the journeying sun, grown old, 
Hangs lowly westward darker now than gold— 
With the soft sun-touch of the yellowing hours 
Made lovelier, I see with dreaming eyes, 
Even as a dream out of a dream, arise 
The bell-tongued city with its glorious towers. 
ARCHIBALD LAMPMAN. 


From ‘‘ The Poems of Archibald Lampman.” Morang and Co., Toronto. 


OXFORD 


He: shall I praise thee, Oxford, round whose pale towers have 
clung 


The yearning, haunting love-songs of many a poet’s tongue ? 
Or tell one half the magic of thy beauty proud and still, 
On which the thronging star-eyes have not yet gazed their fill ? 


Frost-fingers etched thy traceries, snow-sprites thy columns reared, 
And through thy painted windows the day-god’s chariot steered ; 
Wild whirlwinds wrought each spiral, swift rains those arches curved, 
To pierce thy turrets’ slimness the jagged lightning swerved ; 

Thy crypts the dark floods hollowed, rose-dews thy jewels set, 

And rich, dim dusks thy cloisters filled with haze of violet. 


Thy very names are music with a sweet and subtle spell, 
—Magdalen, Balliol, Jesus, Pembroke, Oriel. 
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_ Thy stones are steeped in witchery, thy spires enchanted all, 
The thralléd purple midnight shakes to thy elf-chimes’ call. 


Thy charmed stream trembles, lingers, and still for ever holds, 
And still for ever loses thy broken greys and golds. 


Thy moon-drenched lawns, all silent, like lotus-eaters wait 
The dawn of Vision Splendid ’neath thy soft opiate. .. . 


How shall I praise thee, Oxford, or any offering bring, 
Who only know thee lovely, and have small power to sing ? 


DESEME WILSON. 


SUNSET AFTER RAIN AT OXFORD 


HE heavy clouds break open toward the West ; 
Repentant of his niggard dole, the sun 
Gleams redly through, and lets his last rays run 
Athwart the city, lighting every crest, 
And vane, and pinnacle; at his behest 
The towers and spires gleam golden every one, 
As, crowned with glory, the sad day that’s done 
Sinks in that blaze of spendour to its rest. 


Whilst down “ The High” where silver-wet still gleam 
The road and pavements from the long day’s rain 
The sunset tints a thousand mirrors find, 
Till all the street glows like a fairy dream— 
A path of flashing jewels—that I fain 
Would tread for aye, rejoicing heart and mind. 


G. E. MesrrRIcK. 


OXFORD 


ITY of Oxford! domes and towers and spires ; 

Quiet old grey stone walls; streams running free ; 

Green quads with grey-flagged paths ; creeper and tree 
And emerald meadow,where the eye ne’er tires! 
Towards thy achievement now the soul aspires : 
Give us thy peace; teach us to rest like thee 
While still attaining, ’mid life’s changes, we 
Who now for this short season guard thy fires. 


Others have loved and gone: the passing hour 
Belongs to youth, each generation’s flower : 
But winters whiten over Cumnor Ridge 
And Oxford stands grey-headed in her power: 
The High still leads us down to Magdalen Tower ; 
Still flows the Isis under Folly Bridge. 
Otive M. JEFFERSON. 


OXFORD 


CITY of grey towers and spires that rise 
From leafy bowers, all copper, bronze, and gold, 
Set amidst emerald meadows that enfold 
Broad glassy streams reflecting turquoise skies ; 
Whilst over all, scarce visible, there lies 
Thinnest bridal veil of delicate mist, 
Through which her beauty gleams, rain-washed, sun-kissed, 
Dawn-flushed, or gilded by the sunset dyes. 


So stoodst thou, Oxford, to my ravished gaze 
When first these eyes beheld thee face to face, 
And knowing not one part, I loved the whole ; 
So wilt thou come to mind in distant days 
With all thy queenly Autumn glow and grace, 
To gladden memory, Mother of my Soul ! 
G. E. Merrick. 


170 


PAINSWICK IN THE COTSWOLDS 


N youth, impatient of your charm and worth, 
Your too familiar scenes—your homely ways, 
I counted in the calm of lingering days, 
Your roads but outlets to the waiting earth ; 
Yet yours the tender hands that for my dearth, 
Spun this frail thread of gossamer that sways 
Down childhood’s hours—those hours when dream essays 
The realm from whence philosophy has birth. 


Though years have passed, and with them change, has. won, 
—The snow that fades upon the mountain-pass ! 
I see your streets still drousing in the sun, 
Hear winds that whisper through your hillside grass— 
And Time stays hastening feet, wipes glistening brow, 
So, smiling greets, The Great Eternal Now. 
G. M. WEsTon. 


PAPEETE 


APEETE, isolate, a gorgeous bird, 
Just resting lightly on the tropic sea 


A-topt with many a feathered tree, 
Where earnest Christians by ambition spurred 
Went forth from homes to bring the holy word, 
And wayfarets, beach-combers, poets played— 
Pearl-fishers, vagrants plied a dubious trade, 
Conglomerate of white, a half-caste herd, 


(A testimony of the South Seas way.) 
Cerulean sea, white sand and purple depths, 
Bright moonlight and a lifeless, dazzling day ! 
The surf white-foamed across the coral leaps 
Caresses with its surge Papeete’s shore 
Samoa, a lure—once—now—forever mote. 
May Morr SmirH. 
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PARIS 


ERPETUAL siren of the world! thy name 
P Breathes much of art and fashion—yea, of sin ; 
Of wanton revelries perchance akin 
To those wild pageantries of Rome, whose fame 
The centuries have whispered down, to shame 
Posterity. Be it unsought within 
Thy gates such ill repute as hers to win, 
When Lais, silken clad, made Corinth flame. 


And thou hast greatness, too, for it was here 
Thy people rose, o’erwhelming monarchy. 
Reigned next The Terror in that clamorous year, 
Whiles Corday’s dagger spelled out Liberty. 
Then made the Corsican a name to fear, 
Whose hand and heart and soul were all for thee ! 
Sr. GEorGE BEsrt. 


PARIS 


OST fair and fragile city—Souveraine 
Most sweetly garmented. With miscreant eyes, 
With delicate white fingers lain cross-wise 
To arch the riband silkness of the Seine 
That rings around thy waist and in a lane 
Of silver twines thy feet, where lovely lies 
A broidered hem of gardens, and arise 
In marching lines, trim poplars on thy plain. 


Upon thy dazzling breast the moonwhite gleam 
Of marble treasures, In thy hair the shine 
Of soft roseflaring lights. Delirious scent 
Of perfumed arms ; veiled mystery adream 
In subtle eyes made luminous with wine, 
And laughter, all the night, unpenitent. 
CARESSE CROSBY. 
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PARIS 
“ Fluctuat nec Mergitur.’’ 


LL things thou art for him who knows to yearn 
In thee the spirit finds what it loves best, 
In thee is balm for torturing, wild unrest, 
And to thy bosom wanderers aye shall turn. 
Not thine the hand rudely a heart to spurn 
Back to the darkness whence it hath willed a quest ! 
Not thine the heart closed to the vow confessed, 
_ Not thine the eyes mocking the eyes that burn! 


> 


Gentlest of cities, refuge for souls of men, 
Ride out the ages, breast the surging tides, 
Float through the storms tossing thee nearer Heav’n. 
Changeless to time, smile but to weep again, 
Weep but to smile, laugh when a doubt derides, 
Charm all thy children, lulled by thy “ Forgiven!” 
THEODORE C. MERRILL. 


PARIS 


EAUTY and Pleasure share alike your throne, 
Supreme voluptuaries of the age, 
Yet are you sought by scientist and | sage ; 
Invention’s wizards claim you for their own. 
Your liberty was born, with many a groan, 
To grasp the pride of Empire’s heritage : 
For senseless lust—a Marat’s bloody rage— 
Your undefeated patriots’ deaths atone. 


Your soul is like the silver Seine that flows 
To-day at peace with all its neighbour land, 
Anon impetuous on its mission goes, 
Chafed by delay, impatient of Time’s hand : 
No foreign force may stay it, for it knows 
None mightier to deny its might’s demand. 
C. E. C. Hopcson. 
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PARIS 


O the untried, a rapt bewilderment ; 
Chiselled perfection to the connoisseur ; 
Laughter and light to youth of gay intent 
And to the desperate—the Seine to her : 
Easily oyster to the able crook, 
As, to the student, university ; 
And, to a gourmet, his ambrosial cook ; 
And, to the courtesan, her gallery ; 


Heaven forbidden to the khaki-clad ; 
Shivering purgatory to the cold; 
Visions of spires to attic-dwellers mad ; 
Death to the weak; fulfilment to the bold ; 
Infinite Paris, your commingled whole 
Quivers with life and light—your soul ? 
E. S. Coustns. 


PARIS 


AN foreign pens transcribe thee as thou art ? 
—Thy glory and thy laughter and thy tears, 
Serene ow souffrante—through the crowded years, 
Thy kings, in council chambers their great part, 
Or in thine hour of agony thy chart, 
Where in thy midst a dreadful shadow rears, 
The torrents and the tortures and the fears 
That must, oh Paris, have beset thy heart. 


Democracy now marks thy gracious mien, 
For men alike are fortune and mischance 
And time yields laurels to the uncrowned queen ; 
Here beauty finds her pinnacle, romance 
Her stage and here above an unchanged scene, 
There soars a deathless mandate, “* Vive /a France’?! 
AuicE Hunr BartLerr. 
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PATERSON, NEW JERSEY 


GOD who had a love for towns of toil 
Did hollow in the hills a home for men 
Who were to spend their days in maddening moil ; 
To Venus whispered he his plan, and then 
He sought the Naiads in their fountain spray : 
Goddess and nymphs gave graciously their aid, 
Creating beauty soft and beauty gay ; 
Man mockingly surveyed what gods had made 


And prayed to Bacchus for the Midas-touch ; 
The mauve and orange of a sunset sky , 
Were rent with guns of grey, valued at much 
By men whose passions run to smoke-stacks high : 
These guns have killed the god—he lies here dead, 
Democracy and silk reign in his stead. 
M. Dorotuy WoopruFrF. 


PEARLINGTON 


SLOWLY-FLOWING river, deep and wide, 
West bounded by the waving marsh grass tall, 
In which the red-wing blackbirds nest and call, 
The old town washes on the western side 
And laves the spot where once industry’s pride 
Belched forth from chimneys high a smoky pall ; 
But it is gone; the homes are empty all ; 
The busy world has cast the town aside ; 


The puffing steamboats pass her by in haste ; 
No longer wagons rattle in the street ; 
A lovely place is she, but gone to waste, 
And scattered are the vessels of her fleet, 
But still our hearts in her are fondly placed, 
And yet to her, as home, we turn our feet. 
G. J. GossELIN. 
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PEMBROKE 


7 ] NHE magic of the past breathes in the air 
Of Pembroke town; her castle tells a tale, 
Of deeds that made old warriors cheeks grow pale: 
Through winding passage and down secret stair, 
Still seem to glide the phantoms of despair. 
And now and then, when moonlight floods the vale, 
In fancy ride strange knights in shining mail, 
Through the old gates Romance keeps in repair. 


The hills in olden times have often heard 
The tramp of armies and the battle cry : 
But when peace came to that wild furzy nest, 
Ev’n Night bowed low to catch Joy’s every word, 
The harp long silent then gave sweet reply, 
And brightly flashed that jewel in the west. 
Emity Lewis. 


PENSACOLA 


HEN lusting Neptune rides his pluméd steed 
With eyes upon your sheltered caravan, 
Slim Santa Rosa—comely courtesan— 
Display her naked form and nomads heed 
To perish at her feet. . .. The gods concede 
That Beauty needs no other guardian than 
A thing more lovely. ... Yet I turn and scan 
Your charms and justify old Neptune’s greed. 


Exotic perfume of magnolia blooms, 
Wistaria, and bleeding pines, I drank 
Until my soul was reeling with perfumes 
And lying drugged upon a bayou bank— 
Here zephyrs of the purple Gulf convene 
And wanton hearts may find a dim serene, 


A. M. SULLIVAN. 
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PERTH 


HE city Wordsworth saw with splendour lit, 
Was it more fair than thou, thou Northern Queen ? 
Ah! would that poet had thy beauty seen ! 
Then had thy praise been sung in sonnet fit. 
Here, at my waking window, whete I sit 
I see thee slumbering ’neath the smokeless skies, 
Sweet, simple, homely and, to loving eyes, 
For lack of storied pile the dearer yet. - 


Here meadow, hill and town together share 
Morn’s radiant glory, which now downward streams 
Alike on man’s leal work and God’s more fair. 
Austere St. John’s rebukes the rosy beams, 
But, o’er the near-bye hills to creep they dare 
Yet softly, awed by the still city’s dreams. 
WALLACE GARDINER. 


PETERHEAD 


H! the town on the bay 
Looks cold and grey 
In the watery light 
Of the Winter’s day ; 
Her faults laid bare by the sunshine cool, 
And her circling sea like a dirty pool! 


But the town at night 
In the veiled moonlight, 
All hushed and still, 
Is a glorious sight. 
For the moon is kind, and her arms enfold 
The sleeping town in a sea of gold. 
K. M. MacLeop. 
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PHILADELPHIA 


I 


7 | NAHE things which most concern her are not those 
By which a city wins to great renown: 
Like Czsar she refused an offered crown, 
To be the nation’s capital, and choose, 
With positive negation, to compose 
Her Quaker skirts and gladly settle down, 
For instance, here’s the spirit of our town ; 
The kind of thing a stranger never knows. 


Could I sing songs to set men’s hearts aflame, 
Or build a tower of beauty from whose height 
The nation’s called me, she’d reply, “‘ That name ? 
Her great granduncle, old Josiah White, 
One hundred years ago made good his claim 
That he could heat his house with anthracite.” 


II 


ER founder said she should be green and fair : 
H Her masters said that beauty does not pay. 
They sold her birthright for a right of way, 

They fouled her rivers and her crystal air. 
Her trees are only names ; she does not care, 

For she has wealth, disdainful of display, 

And stubborn pride is hers, although men say 
Her greatest citizens were born elsewhere. 


Yet still she dreams how fearlessly she led 
The maiden forth, one day of hot July, 
And showed her to the people, glad and free, 
The beggar-maid no nation dared to wed, 
Until my city flung her standard high, 
And rang the bridal day of Liberty. 


Mary ELeanor Roserts. 
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PHILADELPHIA 


ESIDE thy quiet rivers thou dost dwell 
Nor carest aught for plaudits of vain men; 
The spirit of that modest Quaker, Penn, 
Is dominating still. Thou lovest well 
To think of those who lived beneath the spell 
Of Washington ; and all who followed when 
The new-born nation cried its need again 
For sacrifice. Ring out thy message, bell ! 


It echoes on, proclaiming liberty 
Through all the years ; thy children ever gave 
Their best that souls and bodies should be free. 
The truth and beauty that men’s spirits crave 
Were nurtured here—and rare serenity. 
We pledge ourselves to thee, the staunch, the brave ! 
CarRIE ADAMS BERRY. 


CITIES OF THE PIKE’S PEAK REGION 
Mantrou 4 


HEN Manitou had formed his rugged hills 
\ \ Of granite, looking eastward o’er the plains, 
He chose the highest peak of his domains 
And spangled it with laughing, dancing rills, 
And made it his abiding place. His ills, 
His cares and troubles, worries, plagues and pains, 


He locked within a Cavern, and the rains 
And winds yielded to Manitou their wills. 


He made a curious Garden at his door 
Of upturned rocks and strangely knotted trees, 
And summoned mineral springs to water these, 
Then stationed Gog and Magog guardians o’er 
His mansion—but when men found and loved it, too, 
The great god gave his blessing, and withdrew. 


1 Manitou lies between Pike’s Peak and the Garden of the Gods. The Grand 
Caverns ate in Manitou. 


179 


CrripeLeE CREEK! 


HERE lies a town that lives in yesterday 
And speaks in bated breath of thundering mills, 
Of miles of shafts and tunnels in its hills, 
Of brawny men and women, who were gay, 
Of gold, and gold, and gold, long shipped away, 
Of pumps and engines, powder-cars and drills, 
Of dancing, whiskey, dice, and other ills ;— 
But these are dreams now ; only dreamers stay 


In the little shacks that dot the old camp’s trails. 
Over the hills and gulches you may seek 

In vain the pomp this once proud camp bewails. 
To the east the massive granite of Pike’s Peak 

Guards the guardians of these thrilling tales 
That cling about the name of Cripple Creek. 


1 Cripple Creek is at the west base of Pike’s Peak. It has produced more gold 
than any mining camp in the world. 


CoLorADO SpRINGs ! 


HE dawn awakens Colorado Springs 
By dropping rose-wreaths from a coloured sky 
Upon the heads of snow-topped mountains high ; 
Then clouds of gold it gaily flings 
Before the golden Sun, whose coming brings 
From bungalows and mansion, those who try 
The Wheel of Fate again, as day slips by ; 
And at the game one sighs, another sings. 


The stakes are high, and one may gain by stealth 

A hazard that would fail in open play ; 
The gold one seeks is earthly :—that his wealth 

May be increased and snugly stored away ; 
Another seeks the elusive gold of health— 

God speed and guide him on his hope-filled way ! 

ELIzABETH PRESTON HENDERSON. 
* Colorado Springs is east of the Garden of the Gods. It is a health centre 
and the home of millionaires. 
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PITTSBURGH 


HERE peace-fires burned beside the shadowed river— 
The “ River Beautiful,” our Poet sang— 
Its tuneful reeds with music all a-quiver, 
Or the victorious Redman’s war-cry rang. 
There, mighty Pittsburgh’s myriad beacons hang 
To mark the onward rush of Time, the Giver 
And the Destroyer ; lights that break and shiver 
In waves which can, alone, deride his fang. 


Vulcan her god terrestrial, his anvils ringing 
With thunderous blows whose impact stirs the world. 
Safe in her marts all commerce’s sails are furled, 
And hers the Iron Age of ancient rune and story ; 
Pan’s pipes have long been hushed to hear her Cyclops singing — 
Yet, all shall pass, like you, O Braves, of vanished glory ! 
N. W. SANDERS. 


PITTSBURGH 


LONG the murky sky the white clouds steam 

Above the muddy river and the hills. 

The smoking chimneys top the myriad mills 
Where brain and brawn are spent, as team on team 
Of toilers tend the furnace-fires, that gleam— 

Again on lurid skies. ‘The signal shrills— 
Out pour the men—another shift then fills 
The maw—to work, to weld the City’s dream. 


A dream of progress-toiling sons, have wrought— 
Evolved through master minds’ fertility, 
With marshalled labour wed to Titan thought 
That bridges waves of ether, land and sea, 
In this the golden age of genius sought 
By Pittsburgh, Iron City’s industry. 
Marizé TELLO PHILLIPS. 
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PITTSBURGH 


(It is a Mohammedan legend that Adam brought iron with him to 
Earth from Paradise.) 


HEN God has made a City, lo ! it stands 
With gates of pearl and amethystine walls 
And streets of golden splendour, whereon falls, 
Translucent sunlight, shining through cool bands 
Of stately trees ; but cities reared with hands 
By man, who only fitfully recalls 
The crystal beauty of his Father’s halls 
Reflect the Genius of their nether lands. 


Thus, Pittsburgh, regnant on each ore-veined hill. 
Its royal vesture stained with soot, its guise 
Is that of Litaus toiling. Here, a mill 
Looms, Genii-driven through smoky pall; there, wise 
And dextrous Djinns are heard, fashioning, with skill, 
That Iron Adam brought from Paradise ! 
N. W. SANDERS. 


PITTSBURGH 


l | ores as is the cloud that scampers o’er 
Thy darkened face and leaping ruby tongue ; 
With gassy breaths from every sooted lung 
You blur and smudge and then the sin ignore, 
But from thy menials’ sweat and steaming ore 
The progress of a sturdy race is wrung 
For Commerce follows where the steel is flung 
And all thy ways have blessed our farthest door. 


Bluff Boreas may tire washing fleece 

Of hapless lambs that gambol on the slope 

Above thy forge and flame. Yet when you grope 
For chastened quietude, and days surcease 
Of grime and smoke, there is a sip of peace 

To know your fires are a nation’s hope. 

A. M. Suttrvan. 
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PLYMOUTH 


IME-HONOURED Plymouth, with thy storied rock, 
] Founded ’mid buoyant hopes and fright’ning fears, 
The record of thy hardships bringeth tears ; 

Most justly proud are those of Mayflower stock, 

For valiant leaders led the little flock 
Who builded, with the vision of the Seers, 
New England’s Mecca through the changing years, 

And countless pilgrims at thy portals knock. 


For Burial Hill is truly hallowed ground, 
Thy narrow streets recall the names that shine 
On History’s pages—lasting names, renowned 
For courage, faith, endurance, linked with fine 
High purpose; and their spirits still surround 
Old Plymouth, evermore a sacred shrine. 
ADA STEWART SHELTON. 


PLYMOUTH 


HITE gulls, white sails, where soft in summer’s sun 
The town of Plymouth lies at her good ease, 
The broad Atlantic wraps she round her knees 
And the great will of Britain, here, is done : 
For many creaking cargoes, harbour won 
By rolling hills of ripened grain, the breeze 
Bends low... and here delights of England seize 
The traveller’s mind at close of the long run. 


Great England! Yes, thy name stands graven Great, 
Thou common-mother of our English tongue, 
Richly deserved is thine exalted state, 
By deeds heroic, making consecrate 
Thy nation’s page, through blood and courage wrung 
Of leader’s minds with hearts forever young ! 
AutcE Hunt Bartlett. 
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POINT LOMA 


HERE are long silences where lost winds blow 
Upon these Loma altars of the sun ; 
And when small winds with seafaring are done, 
There are deep paths the feet of evening know. 
The sudden stars of evening on tiptoe 
As if the wistful dreams of Time had run 
Into the night for ever, one by one, 
Through Loma’s lonely violet canyons go. 


Past Pio Pico swift ships lift and glide 
Into our channel, into port ; or far 
Inexorably drawn down that old tide 
Where Orient stillnesses of temples are 
As subtile as sage incense ; and as wide 
Blown to the sea; and as familiar. 
WINIFRED DAVIDSON. 


POMPEII 


EACH after reach, Pompeii, ruined, spread 
Silent and prone beneath a southern sky, 
Tortured and twisted, skeleton awry, 

Changed from its beauty to a thing of dread. 

There ran the grooved street, where with slow tread 
Sad ebon slaves, with wretched weary sigh 
Chariots of victory drew ; and there hard by 

One saw the crumbling shops for wine and bread. 


The same great God Whose swift, stern judgment hurled 
And cast those columned temples to the ground, 
Had flung a mantle green to hide their scars ; 
A tapestry of clover draped the world 
And hoarding bees their golden treasure found 
But Night wept pity from a thousand stars. 
Mary CHAsE WITHERBEE. 
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POMPEII 


HAT flung you there beneath the crater’s crest ? 
What tide of love, or was it wind of hate ? 
Or blowing gales of unplacated Fate 
That tossed her plaything on the crater’s breast ? 
Unwarned that in her awful beauty dressed 
With mouth of flame and arms that could not wait. 
This sister of dark Death must soon or late 
Press on your laughing lips het seal of rest. 


Short thrift there was, yet like a dancing girl, 
Your twinkling feet like little bells made tunes 
Of noons and moons. You decked yourself with pearl 
And sardonyx and jangled all to runes 
And rhymes—and then oblivion, the whirl 
Of death—and darkness for your noons and moons. 
CATHERINE POSTELLE. 


PORTLAND, MAINE 


HERE is an old-time “ city by the sea,” 
Called Portland, on the rocky coast of Maine, 
Tis far from busy marts of trade and gain— 

It never seeks for notoriety. 

From modern rush and work and roar ’tis free, 
And yet, when sorrow comes and want and pain, 
Its people work with heart and soul and brain 

To do the deeds of Christ of Galilee. 


We have a city that is very fair, 
With arching trees and glimpse of ocean’s blue ; 
But the one thing that Portland has so rare, 
That permeates its life and keeps us true, 
Is just an old brick house that stands up square, 
Wherein a mighty poet lived and grew. 
ELLEN CATHERINE SUCY. 
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PORTLAND, OREGON 


\ N if ITH eyes turned sunsetward, in those old days 
Young “ Pioneers” came gypsying o’er the Plains. 


Enchantment found they worthy of their pains— 
A tiver princess with strange, untamed ways. . 
To-day, a subtle air of far Cathay’s, 

And old-world romance as of ancient Spain’s, 

Hangs over lumber ships and ships with grains ; 

The silent sea gulls wheeling through the haze. 


The city is an amethystine bowl, 

When standing on the purple hills at night ; 

Within its depths a million jewels glow 

Sparkling and effervescent to the soul. 

Tang of the sea and forest pine delight ; 

The warm sea winds are cooled by mountain snow. 
Marjorie Homes. 


PORT ROYAL 
(Now Anapolis Royal) 


BOUT this ancient earthwork and this wall, 
Where rude spiked gates on heavy hinges hung, 
The shouts of armies many a time have rung, 
And thunderous cannon sounded loud o’er all. 
Here night and morn the echoing bugle call 
Close to the farthest wooded hill-tops clung, 
Here with her lilies to the breezes flung, 
France held Acadia in romantic thrall. 


Here Bourbon nobles carved the fleur-de-lis, 
And waved the white flag of the Bourbon kings ; 
Here Acadia’s first convert, Membertou, 
The agéd Micmac chieftain, bent the knee 
To Christ ; and here on wide-expanded wings 
The hostile fleets of British sovereigns flew. 
ArtHuR WENTWORTH Hamitron Earon. 


186 


! 


PRINCE RUPERT, B.C. 


ROM that stern background of eternal stone, 
As if, on Nature’s obstacles supreme, 
Man’s industry did build himself a throne, 
Whilst he sought only to make real his dream 
Of empire over sea and land, a home 
In setting marvellous was carved serene. 
The wilderness of water that doth foam 
In many-channell’d freedom through the scene 


Where the proud Skeena meets the ocean tide, 
Entices man, with mystery, ages old, 
While safely here ten thousand ships may ride, 
And, when the cloud-screen, landward is uproll’d 
Appears the mountains’ majesty sublime, 
Teaching how small is man, how shott his time. 
Jenniz Stork HI, 


PRINCETON 


HE sleeps like some old town with guarded gate,— 
Was ever footfall quick or shouting shrill ? 
Her lazy laughter drowses : it is late 
The windows darken and the streets are still. 


Outside the frozen air which no bells break, 
Of nasal clangor or of fragile chime 

Only to speed the Winter’s feet, clocks wake, 
Lest we may fear his finger upon Time. 


But now the sounds of mirth and music cease, 
Have we no ears for anything but mirth ? 
How should we hope for quietude or peace 
Where learning lives and human souls find birth ? 


Our town is dark with struggle fierce and sweet 
We catch the echoing of eager cries 
As generations press along the street, 
Young and half-seeing with bewildered eyes. 
EpmMuND WILSON, JUNR. 
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QUEBEC 


UEBEC, the grey old city on the hill, 
Q Lies with a golden glory on her head, 
Dreaming throughout this hour so fair, so still, 
Of other days and her beloved dead. 
The doves are nesting in the cannons grim, 
The flowers bloom where once did run a tide 


Of crimson, when the moon rose pale and dim 
Above a field of battle stretching wide. 


Methinks within her wakes a mighty glow 
Of pride in ancient times, her stirring past, 
The strife, the valour of the long ago 
Feels at her heart-strings. Strong and tall and vast 
She lies, touched with the sunset’s golden grace, 
A wondrous softness on her grey old face. 
JEAN BLEWETT. 


From “ Canadian Poets,” edited by John W. Garvin. (McLelland, Good- 
child, and Stewart, Toronto, and Erskine Macdonald, Ltd., London.) 


QUEBEC 


F old, like Helen, guerdon of the strong— 
Like Helen fair, like Helen light of word,— 


“The spoils unto the conquerors belong. 
Who winneth me must win me by the sword.” 


Grown old, like Helen, once the jealous prize 
That strong men battled for in savage hate, 
Can she look forth with unregretful eyes, 
Where sleep Montcalm and Wolfe beside her gate ? 


Joun McCrae. 
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QUEBEC 


Q ie ! how regally it crowns the height, 
Like a tanned giant on a solid throne ! 
Unmindful of the sanguinary fight, 

The roar of cannon mingling with the moan 

Of mutilated soldiers years agone, 
That gave the place a glory and a name 

Among the nations. France was heard to groan; 
England rejoiced, but checked the proud acclaim,— 
A brave young chief had fall’n to vindicate her fame.. 


Wolfe and Montcalm! two nobler names ne’er graced 
The page of history, or the hostile plain ; 
No braver souls the storm of battle faced, 
Regardless of the danger or the pain. 
They passed unto their rest without a stain 
Upon their nature or their generous hearts. 
One graceful column to the noble twain 
Speaks of a nation’s gratitude, and starts 
The tear that Valour claims and Feeling’s self imparts. 
CHARLES SANGSTER. 


QUEENSTOWN 


HE sea would cail in at this time-worn town 
i But that her emerald hills rise far too high 
For visiting. To-day ’neath a blue sky 
She smiles, as if she never wore a frown 
And lures out eyes to her bright spires’ crown 
Where some twelve miles beyond her fair streets lie ; 
The only sound, the gulls that call and cry, 
As the eye gathers each delicious down. 


Fair Ireland, how many sons you bore 
This world of beauty—genius—true ! 
And every wave that touches your sweet shore, 
Murmurs, murmurs, I would return to you, 
Ireland, Ireland, yours ever mote, 
Emerald hills beneath soft skies of blue. 
Autce Hunr BARTLETT. 
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RAMSGATE 


NTO our harbour ride big stately ships 
Intent on refuge, or repairs, or trade, 
Our town lies hidden like a bashful maid 
Behind two piers, her smiling, tempting lips. 
Chalk cliffs arise serene on either side, 
Crowned with fair dwellings peeping from green trees, 
The church bells call the pious to their knees, 
And great hotels rise up like human pride. 


The yellow sands stretch dimpling to the sea, 
Where thousands in the summer doze and play, 
Where silent hawkers flash their tempting wares, 
And gay musicians make sweet minstrelsy, 
While in God’s Acre pilgrims old and grey 
Drink Beauty that finds utterance in their prayers. 


WALTER K. LEwIs. 


REIMS, 1919 
TONES piled on stones, in ruins lying low, 


City of once ten thousand homes, torn now 
As if some cruel and gigantic plough 
The field of streets had furrowed, row on row. 
Stricken wanderers, sunk in listless woe, 
Roam through the silent squares recalling how 
The day’s work done, once with uplifted brow 
They sought loved homes, now levelled by the foe ; 


Here a rude sign upon a sagging door 

In tumbling walls: ‘‘ Cette maison habitée.” 
Maison !—A paltry resting place, nor more,— 
No roof to shelter from the storming day ! 

And guarding all, majestic as of yore, 

The towers of Reims Cathedral, brooding, grey ! 


SEPTIMA SNOWDEN. 
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RIO DE JANIERO 
| oe spreading, set within her crescent bay, 


Once home of pestilence, now scoured clean, 
A motley patchwork, roofs and verdant green, 
A jewel city! Peacock sea! Away 
Behind the hills stretch fertile lands. There may 
One see the shining tufted crowns of cane 
Red coffee berries planted lane on lane, 
Long-fingered fronds of full bananas sway 


And tired, human clods heave up the earth, 
More beasts of burden than the brutes they drive. 
Some haciendas full a fortune’s worth, 
The over-lords more dreamy than alive— 
That’s Rio, sparkling European, savage, wild, 
Age weary, conscious, a precocious child! 
May Morr SMITH. 


RIPON 


ONE are the mummers and menageties, 
And fairs, and circus-troops, whose giddy joys 
Made dazzling days and nights of eerie noise 
Within the cobbled square, round whose broad ease 
They rode and ranged them once; strange serried trees, 
Cars, cycles, cinemas—old Time’s new toys— 
Cumber the noble space ; and limping boys, 
Wat’s patient victims, proud-eyed pity sees. 


Square and austere, still over every roof, 
Three sturdy towers look on the little town, 
And tell of life from this world’s ways aloof ; 
And lowering clouds and laughing rivers brown 
Still o’er and through it pass; in endless proof 
Of change unchanging, while the sands run down. 
IsABEL BAYNES BADCOCK. 
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ROME 


AIL, Rome, celestial star of Christian light ! 
That tose, red tinted in thy martyr’s blood ; 
A ruby shining clear above the flood 
Of pagan years. And far above the height 
Of thine own splendour, is that wond’rous might 
Of love—that gave thy saints the peace that could 
Forgive their tyrants, round them as they stood 
With Death, who crown’d their griefs in glory bright. 


*O Rome my country, city of the soul!” 
Thus sang the northern wand’rer—why not I 
A wand’rer too. And if our minds can be 
Aflame, and burn with kindred thoughts, that roll 
From hearts on fire—I will this laurel tie 
And join the lofty theme in praise of thee. 
E. Nowan. 


ROME 


OME with me to the haunted Palatine, 
( When dusky shadows lengthen on the hills 
To the far horizon, when the Sun-god spills 

Chalices brimmed with gold and purple wine, 
When twilight slips the bonds that strait confine 

The ancient gods of Rome, when even fills 

The air with unseen Presences and stills 
The panting soil and slowly moving pine. 


Come with me where young Fauns and Dryads play 
At hide-and-seek between the crumbling stone 
Of old Domitian’s Palace. ‘‘ Welaway,” 
They dance and sing in sad, sweet, shrilly tone, 
Knowing their hour is brief. The Gods still gaze 
At bygone scenes, till drops the grey Night haze. 
KE. M. ATKINSON. 
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SALISBURY FROM OLD SARUM 


HE grey Cathedral spire leans on sky 
And round the Square the old, old houses sleep, 
So lean, so dream, while centuries go by ; 
And yet the warders on the castle keep : 
At Sarum here would note, as they glanced down, 
The slender scaffolding rise week by week, 
And toss each other tales of the “‘ New” town. 
And “ new” Cathedral built in monkish pique, 


And laugh. Yet day by day more turned to go, 
And pulling down their homes bote off the stone 
Till the last man looked round him lingeringly 
On these great earth walls so deep and loose below, 
And through the deserted postern gate, alone, 
He shuffled down the hill to Salisbury. 
ErrENE G. Owen. 


SALT LAKE CITY 


ET like a jewel in a mountain vale, 
Fanned by the breeze that sweeps an inland sea, 
Founded by creed, it tells a wordless tale 
Of worldliness that thrives in mystery ; 
Planned with the thought of permanence ; the care 
Shown in the homes by which the streets are lined 
Speak well of they that rear their children there, 
Reflecting views that hold yet do not bind ; 
An altar springing from the desert bare 
And since we know that “ matter is dead mind,” 
Despite the smearing flame their visions fanned, 
We cannot but respect the dauntless quest 
That braved the hardships of a trackless land 
To build this Templed City in the West. 
EpirH CHERRINGTON. 


SALT LAKE CITY 


COME—¢gift-bearers to perpetual grace, 
And spread your homage gaily where my greed 
May feast—while lovers gay chant loud the creed 
To-day of beauty of my form and face.... 
For I must win and hold a youthful race ! 
Born late of enterprise, I feel no need 
Of wisdom—or the gift of death. ... I lead 
All dreamers laughing to my mad embrace. 


But do not try my soul to understand, 
= Or seek to fathom my unfathomed eyes, 
Unloving, though beloved—I give my hand, 
Immutable, unconquered . . . deaf to cries 
Of pity... 1 am fickle—cold and kind 
As Beauty—and as merciless and blind! 
MarGArRET LEE KEYTING. 


SALT LAKE CITY 


HERE amethyst and sapphire blended 
And sunset gold speaks of day just ended 
Reflected in the inland sea, the light 

Dies down and down, grey ashes of the night. 

Your lights shine out on a grim, grey wall, 

A spite sentinelled to guard o’er all. 

Where heat waves on grey of desert nod 

The swooping gull defies his Neptune god. 


No eastern mosque or temple shrine 
Can claim lofty ideals such as thine. 
A lake o’er looked by mountain crest 
A jewel man placed as on the breast 
Of lovely woman, not to improve 
But declaring by token—his love. 


HELEN WALLACE. 
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SAN ANTONIO 


BOUT the Plaza de la Alamo 
There should be hitching racks for punchers’ steeds ; 
Your shops should cater to the vaquero, 
Your cafés specialize on cow-hand feeds. 
Along your crooked streets—behind your walls— 
Walls built of doby, there should still be heard 
The strum of guitars as the evening falls, 
And in your trees should’sing the mocking-bird. 


The caballero, when the mesquite shade 
Has lengthened ’til the scene is almost dark, 
Should meet his senorita in the glade, 
And together eat tortillas in the park. 
—But you have taken Progress as your guest, 
And now ignore the things which gave you zest. 
W. B. KENNER. 


SAN DIEGO 


HE sun has richly blessed your dwelling-place ; 
Your checkered, hedge-trimmed skirt slopes to the bay 


That sparkles at your feet ; while gulls at play 
Flash their white wings ; and airplanes rise and race. 
How delicate your pepper trees’ fine lace 
And coral beads, acacia’s clustered spray 
Of hair-spun gold, the pines and palms that sway 
Their curving plumes in wind-blown waves of grace ! 


In Mission bells and crumbling walls and towers 
You guard the Spanish gifts that graced your birth. 
You revel in a wealth of fruits and flowers, 
Drawn, as by magic, from the teeming earth. 
Your fertile kelp from Ocean’s floating bowers, 
Your silver hordes add treasures of great worth. 
Mase ALLEN KING. 


#93 


SAN FRANCISCO 


BRANT and radiant, you’ve won my heart. 
From all the world of famous cities great ! 
What city in our grand United States 
Compares with thee ? thou wondrous, matchless mart ! 
Where everything that grows, grows best for thee, 
And quickly scattered north, south, east and west— 
Acclaimed by all Great Nature’s choicest, best ! 
A spaciousness of view, a warmth of heart, 


An ingrained hospitality, we find. 
What wonder that we linger, loth to part, 
Appealing as you do to soul and mind ? 
The fiercest fires can never thee destroy, 
As proven, surely, many years agone. 
Thy spirit, deathless, ever will live on! 
EvELYN E. UNDERWOOD. 


SAN FRANCISCO 


A SPACIOUS city of broad streets and ways, 
The Golden City of the Golden West ! 
Free as an eagle on its mountain crest, 

Her sovereign will full half an empire sways ; 

The home of art and letters, whose green bays 

Upon her queenly forehead lightly rest : 
A noble, stately city at her best, 
Worthy Columbia’s hopes, and poet’s praise. 


O City of St. Francis, Guardian Queen ! 
Good to thy poor, as was that kindly saint ! 
The ruin that thy weeping eyes have seen 
Atones for sin, and teacheth wise restraint :— 
Now may thy women fair, thy stalwart men, 
Forget the past, and start their course again ! 
CHARLES Hooper. 
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SAN FRANCISCO 


OWERED and spired, mysterious with delight ! 
A child, I heard your tumult from afar. 
To me you beaconed as a shining star. 
You seemed to shout exultant on the white 
Wild road, Time’s wonder highway, to a bright 
Fair destiny ; and, from your golden car, 
You sent your forward-call, for never a bar 
Rose up to hold you from’your onward flight. 


Now, as I linger by your Golden Gate, 
I muse as if upon a loved romance, 
Whose people live within a world of joy. 
Heroes and heroines, in stormy circumstance, 
Whirl earnest to their eager tasks elate ; 
And I, too, take my part a happy boy. 
Henry MEApDE BLANnp. 


SAN FRANCISCO 


OW gracefully this great queen of the West 
Reclines upon her throne of many hills ! 
The azure space o’er her the bright sun fills 
With liquid gold that oft—when she would rest 
’Neath fleecy fogs—upon her royal breast, 
While jousting with the merry winds, he spills ; 
This vibrates through her heart in happy thrills, 
Till she her joys imparts to every quest 


That she receives. Her slender arms enfold 
With loving care her diamond-studded bay ; 
Her hand alone flings wide the gate of gold 
When soft rose flush proclaims the nearing day, 
Who swiftly comes his precious love to hold, 
His arms with flowers filled in lover’s way. 
Mary St. JOHN. 
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SAN SALVADOR 


q his grey Pacific beats against the shore, 
And hurls and draws bright pebbles on the beach. 


High in the hills, beyond the ocean’s reach 
Where tropic earth presents its lavish store, 
The City stands. Tall supple palms wave o’er 
The roofs. The square low houses hold in each 
An inner court of beauty ; while suns bleach 
Their stones, and flood with gold their courtyards’ floor. 


Though earthquakes rock the square, and crumble walls, 
Volcanoes steam by day and glow by night, 
Yet is the Market-place forever gay. 
Trade falters not ; a ruler rises, falls ; 
And life goes on; and one will dance or fight, 
And pause in the Cathedral aisle to pray. 
GEORGIANA SIMMONS GITTINGER. 


SANTA BARBARA 
Ws magic lure doth haunt this sun-bathed shore ? 


Has some mesmeric spell been spread around 
That holds the traveller by its meshes bound, 
Content to linger, worship and adore ? 
Does charm magnetic lurk in mountain splendor, 
When serried peaks with morning mists are crowned, 
Or when at eve a purple glow is found 
And velvet shadows soften earth’s rough floor ? 


Borrowed from old Spain are roofs red-tiled, 
Seductive shade of patio, cool and green ; 
The Mission, telling tales of storied past ; 
Enticing days of sunshine, warm yet mild, 
The ocean, mountains, ever-changing scene, 
Ah! Santa Barbara holds us firm and fast. 
IsaABEL M. Burke. 
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SANTA CRUZ 


H, city by the golden sunset sea, 
Where weary toilers come sometimes to rest, 
And nestled close against thy sheltering breast 
Grow strong again and sing their thanks to thee, 
Whose sands and cliffs do echo merrily 
The happy shouts of each enraptured guest,— 
Here artists find the answer to their quest 
Where flower-crowned cliffs and wave-worn arches be. 


Such resting spots amid the cares of life 
Make toil worth while, and when we’ve done our part 
As suiting all who pay their honest dues, 
Mid joys and cares with which out lot is rife, 
Each finds a place within a grateful heart 
For that dear seaside city, Santa Cruz. 
Erra KENT. 


SANTA FE 


UNSET, Sangre de Christo, Santa Fé ; 
A sweet embrace of blood and wine and fire ! 
In ecstasy I consummate desire— 
God did not take the crystal cup away 
And so I drank another desert day ! 
These two made music on my soul’s mute lyre ; 
A cactus blossom blazing in its pyre, 
An arrow-slender Hopi poised to pray. 


Swart, sandalled Princess of the Great Plateau, 
That lonely lad who fled the White Death’s rule 
And hides inert upon your beating heart 
Dreams not of you, but home, and longs to go 
Back to the bayou where the black fish dart. 


Oh, heal and free that unforgetful fool. 
Neira CAREY. 
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SANTA FE, NEW MEXICO 


HAT cumulative wealth has Santa Fé! 
Ensconced ’mid cedar slopes and pine clad hills, 
The pungent incense which the valley fills 
Is healing balm that bids the pilgrim stay. 
The ancient pueblos yielding to decay, 
The fields and orchards kept by sparkling rills, 
The radiant hues which twilight haze distils, 
Each yields the garnered stores of yesterday. 


The treasures of antiquity abound 
In crumbling palaces once fortified ; 
And brilliant strands of crystal gems are found,— 
Draped necklaces from lofty peaks that hide 
In golden glow, with summits silver-crowned, 
’Neath sapphire skies; for here doth wealth abide. 
C. S. JARVIs. 


SARUM: OLD AND NEW 
Ror out the midnight hour! Two cities sleep— 


The one in darkness, mouldering to decay 
Shall know no waking, for the dawn of day 
Lights but a ruin on a lonely steep ! 
The other (where the flickering lamps still keep 
Their watch o’er the silent streets) but dreams away 
A few brief hours, rising its part to play 
In mart and factory, where life’s pulses leap. 


And over all, guardian of quick and dead, 
Ringing soft requiem, calling men to prayer, 
The vast cathedral rears its lofty head ; 
Chiming the hours, until its music bear 
In Heaven’s great final harmony a share, 
When cities are no more, and time be fled ! 
Mary ALISON. 
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SCARBOROUGH 


7 ] SHE County of Broad Acres, on whose coast 
Hamlet and town nestle beside the sea, 
Where cliff and bay charm by diversity, 
Hath none of which men make a prouder boast, 
And none more worthy of both song and toast 
Than that fair town, where, gather annually 
From daily cares for a brief while set free 
A merry, joyous, and light-hearted host : 


> 


Who would not treasure as some happy dream 
The picture of twin bays, though briefly seen ; 
The dancing waves with sunlight all agleam, 
Now deepest blue, and now a shimmering green. 
Who could forget ? for truly it doth seem 
Of all our coast-towns Scarborough is the Queen. 
FRANCES A. MANKS. 


SCOTSTOWN, QUEBEC 


"ER Salmon river’s deep-cut course arise 
O Homes of delight, each side its beauteous way, 
Rewards that, to the enterprising, say, 
Labour achieves, and those who will advise 
They, too, may win this much sought-after prize. 
Thy churches, schools, and mills that gently sway 
Knowledge, and faith, and helpful industry, 
All tell the same brave tale of high emprise, 


How Scots, in fortune’s venture, found this spot, 
With willing hands and strength its virtues tried, 
Began its industry, and shrinking not, 
Their heart-whole efforts in its cause applied ; 
Being, history, and name, alike, begot 
By brave endeavour and by racial pride. 
R. D. Broviz. 
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SEATTLE 


CITY of grey streets, and many hills, 
Of well-kept lawns, and grass that never dies : 
Of healthful rains, white fogs, and cloudy skies, 
Hoar-frost like snow, blue lakes, and mountain rills ; 
A city of tall buildings, shops, and mills, 
Within whose harbour the wozld’s shipping lies : 
Great mart of trade, of industry that plies 
Its busy labour, and all things fulfills. 


Seattle, City of the great North-west ! 
Queen City of Success ! I pledge thee deep, 
And while I drink, my heart’s love flows to thee : 
That pledge who know me know well I will keep ; 
City of Refuge for sad souls distressed, 
Thy Spirit keep thee ever strong and free ! 
CHARLES Hooper. 


SEDBERGH, YORKSHIRE 


OOFED with the sunset red and daybreak gold, 
Walled with the everlasting hills of God, 
The City of my Heart, from emerald sod 
Sprang forth to music, like great Thebes of old. 
The rushing swirl of waters manifold 
Sounds the keynote of Nature’s harmony, 
With lyric flute and fife from rustling tree, 
And cuckoo harping from the distant wold. 


On heathery fellside, or in beechen glade, 
A thousand blossoms ring their rainbow bells ; 
Then, in the calm of night-fall, softly swells 
The owlet-lover’s plaintive serenade— 
Till, hushed on angel breast, the spirit hears 
The tingling music of the Heavenly spheres. 
BertHa M. SxKgar. 
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SHEFFIELD. 


ORTALS attend! Know ye where Vulcan swings 
His thunder-sledge, and fans the lightning’s flash 
With blast of tempests, and the whirlwind’s crash, 
Forging the bolts that Jove in fury flings p— 
In Sheffield, see how that magician wings 
The elements, and in Titanic clash, 
Hurls them to the melting-pot with horrid splash !— 
Creating all that woe or blessing brings. 


The famed all-piercing, all resisting steel 
For crafts of peace and war, has there its birth ; 
There, too, the adamantine chains and bars 
Are stocked for Satan’s bonds, when under heel 
Messiah treads the foe! Wonder of Earth— 


Sheffield! proud rival to the glittering stars ! 
J. A. MircHELL. 


A SHEFFIELD NIGHT 


ELL-FIRE mirrored 
In the Styx, 
Colours only 
God can mix, 
Bang, bang, bang, 
The Devil’s hammer, 
Clank of damned souls’ 
Chains, and stammer 
Of infernal anvil, squeal 
Of imps who vomit 
Molten steel, 
Dragons pawing 
Iron like butter, 
Monsters munching 
Coal, the mutter, 
Stench and sway, 
Of toiling folk, 
And over all 
A pall of smoke. HuGu FLEMING. 
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SHOREHAM-BY-SEA 
Pes ADURNI, Shoreham seaward shines ; 


St. Mary’s golden sign swings in the blue. ; 
From silver haze beyond deep-hammered lines { 
Of sea-stakes shimmers Pend up to the view, 
That sunken city; Shoreham still preserves 
Rare secrets of the Downs, Sea’s hidden things. 
From Wealden heights round Truleigh singing swerves 
Barge-laden Adur past the home of kings 
Near Bramber and St. Cuthman’s Port to where 
The Roman Anderida-Regnum way 
At Vetus Pons crosses the vale, and fragrant Air 
Meets Sea at Lancing. Slonk! O Southwick! say 
Shoreham, South Saxon home, what ships from thee 
Have sailed, vanished what Towers of Mystery! 
Francis EpwIn. 


SIDON-RABBAH 


THOU that Canaan’s first-born brought to light— 
O Imperious Sidon! Thou that wroughtst in brass 
And all the arts of silver, gold and glass ! 
Yea! thou whose skill the nations did recite 
With envious breath ; whose woven broideries quite 
Outmatched the garb of Sheba’s queen. Alas ! 
That centuries have lapsed, to what a pass 
Art thou not come! How sorry is thy plight ! 


Here where thy cloths were loomed of purple dye, 
That Paris to the amorous Helen bore ; 
Here where thy thronging temples reared on high 
Their marbled domes ; where traffic stirred thy shore— 
What of thine ancient splendour greets the eye ? 
A ruined wall—a fallen shaft—no more ! 
St. GEORGE BEst. 


SKAGUAY, ALASKA 


l IKE ants in a cup, a fly in a bowl 
Is Skaguay, rimmed with her menacing hills 
And storm-puffed clouds with their thundering thrills, 
With swollen rivers or slow trickling shoal 
Old trading post, drab shanty town, a whole 
Back wash of human scum! Bald blasphemy 
Aplenty, murders, gaming, mines, the sea 
Soft lapping at the shore with golden trowl, 


Yet lashed to fury by the winter’s gale ; 
Cut-throats and thieves, a speck upon the crust, 
Where all men’s manners, morals soon grow stale 
With women splendid—bad—(Whom would one trust ?) 
Here stragglers, pioneers, adventures found 
Rich Skaguay, sordid, yet potental, sound. 
May Morr Smiru. 


SOO-CHOW 


CHINESE emperor fulfilled a scheme 
Made for his royal pleasure lakes and land, 
Pagodas, temples, gardens, and ’twould seem 
That never heaven were a better dream. 
Here sweating coolies, naked thighs agleam, 
Dug out, filled in, bore burdens, nor was stayed 
The whip-lash of the compredor when not obeyed. 
Weird chanteys toned they piling beam on beam ; 


An Island shrine, past home of courtesan, 
A temple sacred to the Great White Snake 
Where, midst the echoes, pious pilgrims can 
Insure safety—throwing reptiles in the lake ! 
While sunset mirrors clouds and gleaming tiles, 
The playground of a prince, enchanted miles ! 
May Morr SmItTH. 
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ST. ANDREWS 
H’=: where the old grey city lies adream 


Enchantment lingers o’er a silver sea, 
The cold North Sea, that croons eternally 
O’er dove-grey sands where sheen-white breakers gleam. 
Here the forgotten age-old magics seem 
To mingle with the everyday, till we 
Hasten past ancient wonders heedlessly 
To walk the velvet turf by Eden’s stream. 


What spell has come to me across the years ? 
What voice that urges from the unquiet deep, 
Sweeter than song, and sadder still than tears ? 
What ancient longing that I thought asleep ? 
Oh, ghost-grey city! unremembered fears 
Crowd on me, till I turn from you and weep. 
BARBARA E, SMYTHE. 


ST. ANDREWS 


IKE youth you stand, whose spires dart up and stare 
L At heaven—still bold as youth on storied page 
Writ in the book of legendary age ! 

—Where swing proud pipers down the cobbles, where 
The students’ scarlet gowns flash on the pier 

Against the blue North Sea. Time’s tide may wage 

His war—still will you clasp your heritage, 
Proud of the ruins that have made you fair. 


One marked with high-heart on a day gone by 
How, like himself, you struck into the sea 
As though to capture visions of a land 
Beyond the dull horizon of the sky ; 
Charmed by the silent mists of ocean he 
Built dreams—ay one—but built upon the sand ! 
KR, Hayes. 
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ST. AUGUSTINE 


CROSS the bay, by freshening breezes fanned, 
A The launch speeds on; and there before the eye, 
Rose-tinted from the glowing sun on high, 
The buildings of the quaint old city stand. 
An ancient stronghold of a New World land, 
It lies beneath a tranquil southern sky. 
The surging waves of ocean pass it by 
And wash its beaches, white with drifted sand. 


With heads raised proudly, still remain the gates, 
And still the fort looks frowning out to sea. 
Still, too, the plaza holds its treasures fast. 
Flower-decked, the dreaming town enchanted waits 
Until some magic wand shall set it free 
To live once more in splendour of the past ! 
Mary B. DENNy. 


ST. PETER’S PORT 


T. PETER’S PORT! brave little Guernsey town, 

S That from the harbour climbst the rocky hill, 

I love thee, native town, and surely will 

Return to thee, before my sun goes down. 

Quaint Norman town, whose steep and winding ways, 
Look o’er the widespread Channel’s deepest blue, 
Where on th’horizon in soft purple hue, 

Thy sister Isles dream through the sunlit days. 


St. Peter’s Port ! fast founded on the rock, 
At time and tempest thou canst safely mock, 
In the world’s history thou hast borne thy part ; 
And no one thought thou’lt ever rest secure, 
That, though thy sons may wander from thy shore, 


Thou hold’st the keys of every Sarnian heatt. 
M. H. Carey. 
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ST. VALERY-SUR-SOMME 


T. VALERY, St. Valery, 
What hours your name recalls, 
You grey and green St. Valery, 
With crumbling rampart walls ! 


I love your shadowed stretch of sand, 
With gleaming pools beset, 

That show no trace of hidden land 
When Somme and sea have met. 


I love the trees that grow so straight 
And guard your water’s side, 

The mouldering lock whose massive gate 
Scarce holds the flowing tide. 


St. Valery, your sun at dawn 
Unbars the gates of night, 

And brings St. Crotoy, newly born, 
From dreaming mists to sight. 


Your fishing boats come sailing in 
With white sails proudly set. 

I hear your ducks decoying din ; 
I see your drift-foam yet. 


And I will come again, some day, 
To weave new memories from 
Your pale gold sands, your water-way 
St. Valery-sur-Somme. 


E. Harz Harns. 
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STRATFORD-UPON-AVON 


TRATFORD, the while I pace your streets, I see 
Naught of the throng to whom to-day is dear ; 
For it is yesterday is precious here. 
Upon the breeze is borne sweet Portia’s plea 
For mercy; Ariel sings, and Antony 
Summons me back to weep at Czsar’s bier. 
Macbeth and Hamlet, Bolingbroke and Lear 
Rise from your storied stones and walk with me. 


Then, on a sudden, I must halt, my breath 
Stifled with feeling ;—this the very air 
That Shakespeare breathed! ’Mid tender meadows lying 
Yon Avon smiled upon his life and death ! 
Ah, Stratford-Town, my heart can hardly bear 
To realize thus his living and his dying. 
Mary SINTON LEITCH. 


STRATFORD-UPON-A VON 


TAY, heedless passer-by, thy footsteps fleet, 
And list to willow’d Avon’s crooning flow, 


Where Shakespeare swept his lyre strings long ago 
And thence drew harmony enthralling-sweet. , 
Here was a noble homeland, richly meet 
To cradle him whose ecstacies we know. 
In tender April’s sundown after-glow 
Who cannot hear his music’s magic beat ? 


Long shadows lean across the old-world town 
Whose timber’d walls at noon were sunbeam kiss’d. 
A straying wind slips by and travels cease ; 
Now Evening with her sunset-broider’d gown 
All dusky, mantles Day with clinging mist, 


And twilit footfalls echo softly “‘ Peace.” 
Nozt ALurorrt. 
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STRATFORD-UPON-AVON 


“Tle terrarum mibi praeter omnes angulus ridet.’”—HoRAcE, 
Odes, Book II, 6. 


NEEDS must sing, for I was born 

I At Stratford, on an April morn. 
With such a goodly heritage, 

How can my spirit but engage 

In melody ? Alas, my lute 

But jangles ’neath my touch! yet mute 

I cannot be, for I was born 

At Stratford, on an April morn. 


At Stratford, then, I first drew breath, 

Scarce knew my sire, untimely death 

Cut short his pleasing song and rule 

O’er Shakespeare’s famous Grammar School. 


I must confess Stratford was not 

In our young eyes a hallowed spot ; 
We scorned the cult—’twas our great pride 
We’d never set a foot inside 

That favoured house in Henley Street, 
Where pilgrims of the ages meet. 

But this our lack of reverence 

Was natural— Americans | ”— 

Thus Stratford gibed, I grieve to say, 
At devotees, in my young day. 

All honour theirs who taught the earth 
To love the house that gave him birth ! 
For Stratford did not value then 

Her heritage of famous men ; 

Her wit it was to designate 

A citizen who’d served the State 


+The Reverend Henry Griffith Evans, M.A. Twentieth Wrangler and 
second class classical honours, Cambridge University. Headmaster of Stratford 
1868-1874. Wrote Verses, by H.G.E. Died in 1874, aged 36. ‘ 
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“ Colonial Mutton-grower ”—he 
Australian, K.C.M.G.1 

(Let Will’s own words the sequel tell, 
That all was well that ended well ; 
For Stratford later made amends, 

Her reparation lustre lends 

To name already famous—she 
Elected to the Mayoralty 

For twenty years the man whose worth 
In other lands provoked her mirth.) 
And when in nature’s course we fell 
Instant and life-long neath the spell, 
We—such is young perversity— 
Mocked Stratford’s dire adversity,” 
Regretfully conviction owned— 

The cipher plain, Shakespeare dethroned ! 
(B’en wiser folk devotion prove 

By kindly jesting where they love.) 

I sometimes wonder whether this 
Was not the hand of Nemesis— 
While Stratford taught irreverence, 
We learned to jest at her expense ! 
More Attic was my mother’s wit, 
The wiser Stratford was for it. 


We loved that walk in infancy 

Across the fields to Shottery ; 
Knee-deep in buttercups we’d play 
Where Will first kissed Anne Hathaway. 
The golden fields of Shottery 
Immortalize his poesy, 

For buttercups were born that day 

Of songs to sweet Anne Hathaway, 
And buttercups and daisies blow 


Where song of youth with love’s aglow. 
1Doubtless because this Knight Commander of the Most Noble Order of St. 
Michael and St. George had owned a sheep-tanch in Australia. 


is 2 Stratford was naturally greatly distressed by the Bacon-Shakespeate con- 
troversy, and we ptetended to be convinced Baconians, 
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And later—of that famous tree, 
The New Place Gardens’ mulberry, 
We ate, and stained our lips, as he 
Who ravished earth with fantasy. 


And as a dream within a dream 
Come memories of Avon’s stream ; 
Ah, who can doubt his genius 
Was born of Avon’s loveliness ! 


With youthful ardour we essayed 

The Rapids,! where we had to wade 
And drag the boat up; then the Mill 
And weir confronted us, but will 

And muscle won; and on we went, 
Till checked by what I still resent— 

A boom across the river lay 

To keep the trespasser away 

From Charlecote, where young Will, we fear, 
Went after Justice Shallow’s deer ; 
But youthful minds on pleasure bent, 
Worse obstacles can circumyvent— 

A schoolboy’s tea in Charlecote Park, 
Then idly homeward through the dark. 


My age is sere, yet I recall 

That tunnelled lawn,? the Church-yard wall, 

Which front the river—Lucy’s Mill— 

Who knows them not ? more famous still 

And yet more loved, 

The Church, whose stones 

Shrine jealously the Poet’s bones ; 

Its spite, grey even in his times, 

Our age-long avenue of limes. 

'Three stretches on the upper tiver, where currents made navigation difficult 

and dangerous. 


** That tunnelled lawn.” ‘The three boat-houses running under Mr. Charles. 
Flower’s lawn adjoining the Church-yard. 
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In childhood’s days we loved to sit 

In those carved stalls just opposite 

His monument, and gaze upon 

The curious dress of days bygone, 

And spell out each quaint-looking word— 

“GOOD FREND FOR IESVS SAKE FORBEARE. 
TO DIGG THE DVST ENCLOASED HEARE. 
BLEST BE YE MAN YT SPARES THES STONES. 
AND CVRST BE HE YT MOVES MY BONES:?’— 
Perchance my childish fancy heard ! 
(Yet quick to catch are infant ears) 

His spirit singing through the spheres ! 


With such a goodly heritage, 
How can my spirit but engage 
In melody ? for I was born 
At Stratford, on an April morn. 
Epwarp GriFFitH Evans. 


SWAFFHAM 


DIM white pearl, on gown of green and brown, 
A Between soft heath-breasts, *broidered o’er with pine. 
The wide street opes, like unsuspecting eyne, 

And bids you welcome to our little Town. 
As simple country girls along a wall, 

Small shops stand shyly, looking for a friend, 

You stop, and stare, and wonder what to spend ; 
Then pass on, purse-whole, if you know them all. 


“Come and find me,” call the Church Bells up above. 
The sun-beams twinkle on the tiles. We glance 
At peeping windows, trying not to smile. 
The soft, grey stones are lying like still doves. 
Around the Market Cross the gay leaves dance, 
And strive the fat old pillars to beguile. 
F, KEELING Scort. 
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SYDNEY 


Y heart is full as it can hold 
Of Sydney’s gracious ways, 
Of all her royal blue and gold 
And laughing coves and bays, 
Her crowded town and winding streets, 
Her headlands and her white-sailed fleets. 


I close my eyes and see the square, 
The flower men with baskets bright 
(Umbrella-shaded from the glare), 
The vivid awnings, red and white, 
The dazzling azure of the sky, 
The trams that clang and rush and fly. 


I see the busy miles of quay, 
The hansoms standing all a-row 
The harbour’s shining mystery, 
The ferries passing to and fro— 
I hear the blind man’s ‘blatant voice 
Rising above the city’s noise. 


Oh, Sydney, till again we meet 
My eyes are hungry for your blue! 
My heart is aching for your heat, 
Your scent, and sound, and radiant hue. 
To-night across the leagues of sea 
My soul goes out in love to thee ! 


DorotHy Frances McCrae. 
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TAORMINA 
I 


HAT charm with Taormina’s may compare ? 
Bold Scylla and Charybdis lie below, 
Beyond great Aetna’s crater white with snow, 
Flames ash, hot hail and smoke into the air ; 
Encircling this a sapphire sea so fair, 
Whose purple deeps slope up to emerald glow, 
Where pearl and opal eddies landward flow— 
This ravishment some Genii did prepare ! 


Like eagle eyrie Mola’s ruin clings, 
Where Greek and Moor and Goth yout hill have flayed, 
Time’s matchless magic over all has played ; 
There tier on tier the fruited terrace springs, 
Red, gold and purple bloom each crevice fills, 
In beauty veiling all your ancient ills. 


II 


EMETER here with mystic mothering chose 
D To scorn old Pluto’s devastating snare ! 
On wrinkled lava floods hung vineyards rare 

And gardens, rich with almond, olive, rose. 
When portals of the sun at evening close, 

The jasmine censers swing their incense where 

The nightingale with rapture fills the air, 
While Nature gently swoons in sweet repose. 


Trinacra! That great Titanic mood 
Whose cosmic travail forced your bold upthrust— 
Makes you forever feared . . . yet ever wooed, 
Incarnate form of beauty so august ! 
Fair Sicily, thou art “ The smile of God,” 


And Taormina thou, her fairest sod ! 
Mary CRUTTENDEN-PERCY. 
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TOLEDO 


UILT where the river like a shining blade 
Seeks scabbard in the lake, on either side 
Your markets and your factories stretch wide ; 
But yet your people are no serfs to trade. 
Temples to God and learning they have made, 
And there they worship ; have your natives pride ? 
If so, it is in honour deified 
In glorious things your children have essayed. 


Music and Art before you meet acclaim, 
And you cheer justice, right controlling wrong, 
Yet never let the old dismay the new. 
From ancient Spanish city came your name 
And one who loves you finds it cause for song 
To know your people, like their swords, are true. 
Tom FREEMAN. 


TORONTO 


AR in the past and yet but yesterday, 
Algonquin tribes camped where the waters meet 
With tomahawk and lithe moccasined feet. 
There now a growing City wends its way 
Encircling pine draped hills, whence Braves could view, 
Stretched dazzling far in a prodigious glow, 
Wombed in Niagara, Lake Ontario, 
Matching the sky which seems for ever blue. 


And so the Redskins of primeval heart, 
By instinct knew where man could best progress, 
Where maple trees gave sap through changing days, 
Now flows the commerce of a cultured art ; 


And those in Happy Hunting Grounds confess 
That virgin beauty still surrounds the bays. 


H. L. HuxrTasre. 
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TROY 
(Don Juan, Canto iv., Stanzas 76-78.) 


HERE, on the green and village-cotted hill, is 
(Flank’d by the Hellespont, and by the sea) 
Entomb’d the bravest of the brave, Achilles ; 
They say so—(Bryant says the contrary) : 
And further downward, tall and towering still, is 
The tumulus—of whom? Heaven knows; *t may be 
Patroclus, Ajax, or Protesilaus ; 
All heroes, who, if living still, would slay us. 


High barrows, without marble, or a name, 

A vast, untill’d, and mountain-skirted plain, 
And Ida in the distance, still the same, 

And old Scamander, (if ’tis he) remain ; 
The situation seems still form’d for fame— 

A hundred thousand men might fight again 
With ease; but where I sought for Ilion’s walls, 
The quiet sheep feeds, and the tortoise crawls ; 


Troops of untended horses ; here and there 
Some little hamlets, with new names uncouth ; 
Some shepherds (unlike Paris) led to stare 
A moment at the European youth 
Whom to the spot their school-boy feelings bear ; 
A Turk, with beads in hand, and pipe in mouth, 
Extremely taken with his own religion, 
Are what I found there—but the devil a Phrygian 


BYRON. 
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TULSA, OKLAHOMA 


ULSA, proud city, growing in the West, 
Your heart and veins are filled with flowing gold, 
Your power and glory are wondrous to behold. 
You work and grow, and never seem to rest 
Nor yet grow tired. You cast a magic spell 
Of love on all who come within your gate, 
You are a mighty city within a mighty State. 
A Great Metropolis—grown from a little dell, 


You’re kind and true to rich and poor as well. 
You’ve builded churches, schools and parks galore, 
Your hospitality is known the Country o’er. 
They come to you from North, South, East and West, 
And find in your strong arms a haven of rest 
And joy, and peace of mind, and happiness. 
Hiitpa GRAYSON. 


TYRE 


ORGOTTEN Tyre, of whom the prophet spake 
With mournful tongue. Thou shalt be built no more! 
Whose cedarn ships all seas navigerous bore ; 
Whom not the conquering Macedon could make 
A spoil for his invading horde, awake, 
And to the world rehearse thy state before 
The King of Jewry in his anger tore 
Thy purple robes, and all thine idols brake | 


What art thou now ? Doth not the Arab swart 
His tents above thy crumbling pillars raise ? 
Doth not the Turkman commerce in thy mart, 
That once struck dumb the nations with amaze ? 
Where are thy fleets that ploughed the farthest wave ? 
Alas! they share with thee an equal grave ! 
St. GEorGE Bgst. 
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UTICA 


Y City was begun by pioneers, 
Mittatine their ox-carts by a river’s bend. 
Oh, snail-like ox-carts, slowly did they wend, 
With each a home upon its back! Scant gears : 
A chair, a table, pots and pans, (with tears 
For some lost hearth !) A babe at breast to tend, 
A valiant heart or two, for kin or friend, 
And lo, a City come to birth, appears ! 


The City now? Ah, that’s for us to say! 
Mother of children with their souls alight, 
Seeing God’s finger where the spires show ? 
Brains, bodies, fed? Hands free, for work and play ? 
Let us, in brave, new paths of faith and right 
Be pioneers, like them of long ago! 
MarGaret Roor Garvin. 


VANCOUVER 


ITY whose lure has tempted many a race ; 

Inviting arms with wild abandon flung 

To greet the kindred host or dusky throng ; 
Pale, misty shadows melting with soft grace 
To the tall, rugged mountains’ fierce embrace, 
With passionate murmurings, love-notes still unsung ; 
Your radiant form from Beauty’s lineage sprung, 
And varying moods through which we glimpse your face. 


Vancouver, best loved refuge I have known, 
Fond lover, pregnant bearer of my dreams, 
Inspirer, nurturer, mother of my themes, 
Some age-long memory marked you for my own. 
Why should a lesser city claim my birth 


When all my love is given to your dear earth ? 
EpirH FIELDING. 
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VANCOUVER 


EVEN hills and the Tiber 
Held in the heart of Rome ; 
Queen of the Sea was Venice, 
Rose from the white sea-foam. 
The wheel of change revolving 
The ways of gods and men, 
On this lone rim of Empire, 
Hath set their star again. 


Wind of the great blue spaces 
Betwixt the sea and sky, 

Breath of the burning glory 
Where sunsets flare and die— 

Yours are the trumpets sounding, 
Yours is the word of dawn— 

Why should we seek for Beauty 
In ages far withdrawn ? 


Wine of the gods is brimming 
Rimmed by the crystal snows ; 
O’er opal seas at evening 
The face of Venus glows ; 
Glades in their jewelled shadows 
Hush low the call of Pan ; 
Pines to the firs have whispered 
Of loves ere time began. 


On emerald slopes are gleaming 
Dream temples white as those 

Caressed by seas whose golden 
Light blossomed as a rose. 

Borne on a wind of memory, 
Dim marbled glories shine, 

Towers of the hidden Aidenn 
Our weary hearts divine. 
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Seven hills and the Tiber 
Held in the heart of Rome ; 
Queen of the Sea was Venice, 
Rose from the white sea-foam ; 
But, here where singing waters 
Chant Death’s dark threnody, 
Love, for His own, hath builded 


Our city by the sea. ‘ 
A. M. STEPHEN. 


VERDUN 


HAOTIC hill-tops, where there is no green 
Of grass-blade springing from the poisoned earth ; 
Where chalk and clay accentuate the dearth 
Of living thing ; where no more will be seen 
Brave tree-tops stretching their proud heads between 
The hill-crests ; desolate and bleak, no mirth 
Can come, until the century’s rebirth 
Brings a new glory, like to what has been. 


Above the river valley sleeps the town, 

Grim, grey, impregnable; her mighty gates 
And calm cathedral towers looking down 

On the waste land her fortress dedicates. 
Amid the hills that purchased her renown, 


The soul of France—Verdun—in silence waits. 
Marcery D. WEsrcorr. 
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VENICE 


OR untold years the Brento and the Po 
PB roeses down into the Gulf their silt and sand, 
Mud banks arose; Attila and his band 
Came like a scourge, but some escaped the blow 
By taking refuge on these islands low ; 
Built ships ; took products of the Western land, 
And traded with the East and shores at hand 
Till riches came to them with steadfast flow. 


And now arose the palace, dome, and tower 
With artists rare to grace their dignity ; 
And Venice now, a queen in state and power, 
Was fair as anything on earth could be, 
When all her jewels flashed at sunset’s hour 
Their splendour on the Adriatic Sea. 
WASHINGTON VAN DUSEN. 


VENICE 


F thee, who sits upon the dogeless waves : 
Of thee I write,—whose beauty fired so long 


The Latin soul, in marble, paint and song. 
Whose chisel’d walls, that time’s dark hand still saves, 
Were wrought by wizards in the ocean caves : 

And borne in dreams the crystal floods along, 
By magic hands, that bound in spells the throng, 
Of bards and painters, who became thy slaves. 


If I but write one sonnet in thy praise ; 
And throw a tiny spark into the blaze 
Of ancient glory, circled round thy name: 
Then stand in wonder—where no vulgar calls } 
Disturb the silence of thy storied halls— 
Ah! no! one sonnet would not tell thy fame. 
E. Nowan. 


1 Trams, cattiages, autos, etc. 
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VENICE 


CITY, and a City in the tide, 
All life where these white marbles glint and gleam 
Is two-fold, the reality and dream, 
A vision on the waters waste and wide. 
Along whose silent streets like phantoms glide 
The dark gondolas on a sluggish stream, 
And the mysterious past of power supreme 
Whispers from shimmering depths where shadows hide. 


A palpable city whose reflection lies 
Like to a visible soul of ancient fame, 
A thought from which its buildings seem to rise. 
With towers and spires divinely set aflame 
By morning’s and by evening’s golden skies, 
Corporeal, and spiritual, yet the same. 
BENJAMIN GEORGE AMBLER. 


VICTORIA, BRITISH COLUMBIA 


WATERFRONT with no loud roar of trade, 
A street of shops to fill the City’s needs, 
A stately Capitol, a way that leads 
Through parks to shore again neath oak trees’ shade, 
Oak, ash, and thorn—a bit of England strayed 
To this new world; and bringing with it seeds 
Of old-world charm and quiet, after deeds 
In the brisk world where money is obeyed. 


Mellow brick houses sheltered by old trees, 
Are set in smooth-trimmed turf, and walled about 
With hedges built of hemlock, holly, box ; 
Each pierced by wrought-iron gateways where one sees 
Gardens of old delight: clipped yews without, 
Within, tea-roses, heartsease, larkspur, phlox. 
GEORGIANA SIMMONS GITTINGER. 
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WASHINGTON 


HITE lady, spinning in a dome of blue, 
You ply the distaff to a modern tune 
That sweeter runs than ever ancient rune— 

An arbiter of untold fates are you. 

Your mirror eyes show visions streaming through, 
While in your hand the thread keeps up with boon 
You dream to web when morning runs to noon ; 

What shall the woven fabric bring to view ? 


Pray higher Fate, that holds the thread divine, 
Her distaff tangle not, her wheel well run, 

Her visions keep their fait and firm design, 
America, as that they have begun— 

This spinner making fate for more than you, 

Beneath a dome of clear cerulean blue. 


EvizABETH MCLELLAN. 


WASHINGTON 
Hi: stand, oh travel-worn, and gaze your fill 


Upon the gleam of sun-reflecting dome 
Where your great Capitol, surpassing Rome 
In majesty of setting, crowns its hill. 
Upon the stately Mansion gaze, and thrill 
Anew, that, having lately crossed the foam, 
You find again your heritage, the home 
Of great hearts and great minds, existing still. 


Turn westward, toward the noble Portico 
Than Greece more fair. Potomac waters roll 

Beyond, and Versailles basins catch the glow 
Of cherry blooms, while on the distant knoll 

Of Arlington, the Unknown sleeps. Below 
Lies Washington, a mighty nation’s soul. 


Marcery D. Westrcort. 
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WELLS 


LOWER-LIKE she rises by the watersprings, 
That ever on their breast her mirrored face 
Framed in a circle wear, with trembling grace, 
While heart of joy beneath overflows and sings 
All through her little streets, on silver strings 
Of pulsing youth ; and time abates his pace, 
That loitering spring may. rosy orchards lace 
*Mid walls and towers, and plume her swans’ white wings. 


May never greed of gain her soul besmirch, 
Nor clamour’s voice her quietness invade, 
Nor smoke her pure face hide with heavy pall; 
That so her city and her trancéd church, 
Lovely and virgin still, like Mary-maid, 
In humble joy may shrine the Lord of all. 
IsapeL Baynes BADCOCK. 


WINCHESTER 
(Camelot of King Arthur, according to Malory.) 


IME has been gentle, city of grey walls ! 
Softly his cruel hands caressed thy face, 


Now lined and worn, but still of perfect grace. 
Strange uphill street of dreams! What faint footfalls 
Wake in the twilight? And what windy calls 
Blown from old roads, green fields, or distant place 
Where the great people of an Ancient Race 
Have passed into remoter, mistier halls P 


Old Camelot, the way of ghosts is here ! 
Though Arthur and his company of knights 
Wander abroad, they spread no gloom nor fear ; 
Lost are the echoes of long-finished fights ; 
But sunset brings a grieving Guinevere 
Who mourns the splendour of her lost delights ! 
VerA I, ARLETY. 
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WINNIPEG, MANITOBA 


PON the treeless level of the plain 
That stretches to the far horizon line, 


Two rivers winding toward the lakes combine 
To hold a city. Barges filled with grain 
From all the vastness of the country, strain 
Against the wharves. The bridge’s sharp incline 
Bears clanging trams above each stream to fine 
And busy streets of trade, in endless train. 


Within a park of flowers and cricket greens, 
Roam Manitoba’s emblem, buffalo. 
The gateway of a Fort from Indian days, 
The gracious mansions that the Crescent screens, 
St. Boniface, where speech of France must flow, 
Commingled, prove the strength of New World ways. 
GEORGIANA SrmmMons GITTINGER. 


YOKOHAMA 


WW owe cys white « unvext and opulent, here she lay, 
Our city; while the busy hum rose high 
Through all her thronging streets, her merchantry, 
Warehouses, temples, alleys—yesterday. 
God laughed: and in chaotic disarray 

She fell in a moment. And a forlorn cry 

Affrights the world, a threne of misery 
From out that reeking charnel-house—to-day. 


We sweat and strive: what is our labour worth ? 
We chain the lightning, lit the ocean, hold 
The Universe in fee, and boast our power, 
Till He aloof, unhasting, uncontrolled, 
Smiles grimly, and, when strikes His purposed hour, 
Teaches His lessons to the sullen earth. 
Joun Aston. 
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YORK 


Cs of narrow streets—and crowning all 
Yo 


ur matchless and majestic House of God— 


Within the white zone of your circling wall 
The centuries with legion feet have trod. 
Yours is the storied past. This present age 
Seems out of fashion with your hoary years, 
An ill-played pageant on your antique stage, 


Wherein 


small semblance of yourself appears. 


You are yourself your own self’s chronicle, 
And we, like children listening to a tale 
Of strange adventures that erstwhile befell 
Him who recounts them, now are hushed and pale, 
Now filled with laughter as the story goes 
Along the changeful path of joys and woes. =H. V. Barnes. 


G 


YORK 


REY walls and towers canopied with heaven, 
Blue in the twilight, silver in the sun. 
Who gave you birth? ‘Ten thousand men or one? 


Who fashioned you with such exquisite line ? 
An artisan, or some divine 

Unfolding glory from the heart of prayer ? 

I like to think that you were always there : 
That when the Roman galleys first made fast 
Upon the piers of ancient Caer-efroc, 


They s 


aw you tising from the forest stock, 


Like some vast vision wakened out of sleep : 
A vision from the past, which bosomed deep 
On those strong stones of truth and equity, 


Return 
A true 


s to show to each invading host 
construction. 


I like to think that through the flight of years, 
You stay to bless, encourage, and inspire, 
Reminding us of love’s divine desire, 


Which 


God constructs to overcome the world. 
Rosert HE. Key. 
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OLD YORK 
A midday minute 


IG Peter’s boom 
Gives notice of high noon in ancient York: 
And down the old “ New Walk” 
The cluttering children turn again from school. 
They chatter loud of bats or bicycles, 
And stalk each other by the old Blue Bridge, 
Where cannon grim look down with grey grimace, 
As if they had unwillingly to face 
The thin red British line at Inkerman. 
The children’s laughter floats on Ouse’s breast, 
And echoes from a pleasure steamer dressed 
With flags, as if for festival. 
She whistles too, as if indeed she knew 
Her piping shriek would certainly inspire 
A childish hand, a handkerchief or two, 
Then on she paddles proudly down the stream. 
I stand there watching, then as in a dream 
The colour goes. 
The crusty cannon are encapped with snow, 
And frozen ice now floats on Ouse’s breast. 
There are the children comfortably dressed 
In winter coats, with rough and ready shoon. 
And still they prattle of the toys they share, 
Or cackle of some trivial episode . . . 
How Billy found a pony which he rode, 
Or Jock has seen a rat, or stirred a toad, 
Or anything their memories float upon. 
These snatches reach me even as a song. 
Then Peter’s boom awakes me, and I long 
To be a child and mingle in the crowd. 
Rosert BE. Kay. 
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CITIES 


ERUSALEM is like a tower in the East ; 

J The name is like an upward soaring cry ; 
A banner flung against a darkened sky ; 

A broken feast. 
Dead Babylon is porphyry and old wine ; 
Spent lust made gorgeous like a poisoned rose ; 
A princess of the royal blood, who goes _ 
To lay her garlands on a tainted shrine. 


Biskra is like a silver moth, and Capri tells 

Of sapphire sky and water, and pink shells. 
Palermo is a painted dream, and Thebes, a cry 
To heedless centuries, hurrying by : 

“You will not stay as we stayed, to grow old; 
“* This awful head was Pharaoh—behold !” 
Tyre goes wrapped in purple, like a king. 

Old thoughts in lavender exhale a breath, 
Through long and beautiful remembering, 
That spell the name of Nazareth. 


Some towns are fountains ; some are wells ; 
Seville is music; Delhi smells 

Of heavy fabrics sown with gold, 

And very old. 

And there are buried cities, half forgot, 
That fell before the Vandal and the Goth, 
And one there was that bred Iscariot— 
Accursed of all the ages—Kerioth. 


Mary Brenr WHITESIDE. 
The Eternal Quest. 
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IN PRAISE OF CITIES 


HE cities that have been, but now are not, 
Are graves of more than flesh and bone of man ; 
They sepulchre the thought that far outran 
The momentary lives that chose a spot 
To dedicate to progress. Now forgot 
Their dream and striving—Chichen-Itza’s plan 
A myth; Ayodhya and Rhages span 
Blown dust ; Angkor still lies in jungle rot. 


Without a city for continuing stay 

The mind of man reverts to that of beasts. 
For cities give, to heralds of a day 

To come, the keen perception of the priests 
Of science—bred perhaps from country clay, 

But vivified by civilizing yeast. 


May Foiwe.tu HotsIncron. 


CITY DWELLERS 


\ N VE see too little of the starry skies, 
Too little of the wild and open spaces, 
Of lawny uplands and of wooded places, 
Of flaring dawns where haloed mountains rise. 
On stars and clouds we gaze with sightless eyes, 
And never know of ferns’ and lupines’ graces, 


And never stare with rapture-burning faces 
At glimmering waters where the sunset dies. 


Our shrines and altars are long aisles of stone, 
Highlands of bleak red brick, and tunnelled ways. 

And something of theit dinginess has grown 
Into our souls, and there like dust it stays, 

Where image of the moonbeams might have shone, 
And wide-flung sunlight flashed on windy bays. 


STANTON A. COBLENTZ. 
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CITY STREETS 


HROUGH the city streets strange faces surge ; 
With hoary-headed saint old sinner sleek, 
With gentle Galahad the vain young shiek, 
With gay Dians sad Magdalenes emerge, 
And pace and haunt the street in common urge, 
With noble mother toothless hags that reek 
Of Hell; and some who for mere gold do seek, 
Who mock at truth, and are the scholar’s scourge. 


Through the city streets strange faces sway, 
And still not strange, for faces are but masks 
Behind which Vice and Virtue, Age and Youth 
Parade awhile ; and strive to hide away 
The souls, once white ’til put to puny tasks, 
And soon escape to God, Eternal Truth. 


JANE ConDoN. 


EVENING IN THE CITY 


HE twilight in the clamorous street 
Comes suddenly on dusty feet, 
And high and dim, the early stars 
Look down on homebound motor cars. 
But on the river, from the mist, 
Dusk weaves a veil of amethyst, 
That blurs the Jersey lights, and brings 
Strange beauty to familiar things. 
Broadway dons motley ; Riverside, 
Dark robes of purple soft and wide. 
One is a queen with jewelled hair ; 
The other, a coifed nun at prayer ; 
To both comes beauty, unaware. 


231 


Broadway is decked with many a gem ; 


She wears a ruby diadem, 
And hyacinth and chrysoprase 
Upon her royal garments blaze, 


And rich perfumes of musk and myrrh, 


And songs and laughter follow her. 
But Riverside—grey Riverside, 
When the last afterglow has died, 
Stands in a reverie intense, 

And dreams among her monuments. 
Alike redeemed from all that mars, 
For both the healing of day’s scars ; 
The sky’s cool arch and quiet stars. 


Mary Brent WHITESIDE. 


CITIES OF THE EAST 


N all the east are cities old and grey 


Whose narrow streets and huddled houses tell 
Of years when fear and hate and war and hell 
Ruling men’s hearts, brought darkness and decay. 


In India, Turkey, Egypt once so gay, 


Great cities grim and old have heard the knell 
Of hopes once bright, ambitions high as well, 


Destructive minds leave evidence in clay. 


Once Babylon’s royal gardens (poets say) 


Hung perfume filled, chimed many a golden bell 
Now naught is left the wondrous place to mark. 


So East is East and crumbling cities say 


That ruin so dire, through greed and hate befell 
E’en temple’s shining turrets now are dark. 
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Mary ALLEn; 


Ye Chin 


Y City is not compassed by a chart ; 
Such heights and depths, such scope within it lies, 
Its far-flung glory and its great emprise 
Make it a World, whose restless throbbing heart, 
Echoes the life-pulse of each vital part : 
All day its human maelstrom whirling strives ; 
At night, from river’s hem to jewelled skies 
It’s fairy land, transformed by magic art. 


It has an urge sublime, hid from dull eyes 
That cannot see its great tumultuous soul, 
Yearning through endless struggle to devise 
The means, whereby mind, vaulting to its goal, 
Fashions in splendour glorious forms that rise, 
When Art and Science, wedded, play their rdle. 
Mary CRUTTENDEN-PERCY. 


THE, Cry 


HE insistent city beats upon the brain 
Shattering all the crystal hours of night ; 
Vain thoughts of quiet woods and falling rain, 
Of murmuring rushes dim in pale moonlight ; 
Vain drifting thoughts until the morning star 
Shivers the darkness with a glint of day 
That spreads rose-white unfolding from afar, 
Stirring forgotten wings within the clay. 


Then jagged sky-line of the city breaks 
Like silver organ-pipes against the dawn, 
And all the brief invisible life awakes, 
That night within her silence had withdrawn ; 
And rising clear as if the day to greet, 
A little child is singing down the street. 
Grace HorrMan WHITE. 
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THE CITY OF THE LAKES 


AN made, God planned, your raucous siren blasts 
M Fling challenge to three million listening souls, 
The shadow of your splendour overcasts 
The guarding Heavens, and your great voice rolls 
And echoes over tempest-driven lakes. 
The calm-faced prairie hovers near your feet 
Brooding a nation’s food: your presence makes 
A livelihood for multitudes who greet 


The call of Life unflinchingly and well, 
Protected by your mighty scope and power. 
Whence comes the wondrous magic of the spell 

You cast upon a populace each hour ? 
A giant’s form, a fairy’s tenderness, 
You terrify the very souls you bless. 


LILLIAN SCHUYLER VAN BELL. 


“THE CITY OF THE EVERLASTING NOW,” 
(Cambridge University, England) 


ALM City of the Future and the Past ! 
Within the glowing windows of thy halls 
Time’s footstep, swift or lagging, never falls, 
For Wisdom reigns serenely, First and Last. 
Thy silent river still meanders past, 
Cradling the anchored boat upon her breast : 
The sunset blushes in the crimson west, 
The linden avenues their fragrance cast. 


Yet if I linger where the soaring tide 

Of cherub voices thrills with harmony 

The vaulted roof, or pluck from Milton’s tree 
One leaf—the Scholar-spirit at my side, 

That softly treads each well-known haunt with me, 
Breathes ever: “‘ Onward still—the World is wide!” 


Bertua M. Sxeat, Px.D. 
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TO A’CITY BY DAY 


LORY of God o’erhead and man below, 
Clatter of hoofs, and rumble of bands of steel, 
Swirling of many an air surrounded wheel, 

Surging crowds that go and stop and go. 

Breathless heat with its stillness, rain or snow. 
Houses that speak, that think, that act, that feel 
Mystery, business, love, and hate and zeal, 

Pigeons and newsboys flitting to and fro, 


Here a mansion for millionaire or prince, 
There an alley of unwashed faces greet 
Candy and popcorn pedlars by the fence, 
While uncurled girls play hop-scotch in the street, 
And now a landscape comes to call our sense, 
To parks and flowers, banked and high and sweet. 
Cart W. HIser. 


TO THE GREATEST CITY IN THE WORLD 


O permanent possession of the sky 
N Nor everlasting lease upon the air 
Is given any town. Prepare, prepare 

To see_your towers falling! By and by, 
Vertical city, delicate and high, 

Even your cliffs must crack, topple, and share 

The common doom that blunter buildings bear, 
Tumble and crumble, disappear and die. 


And some day solemn folk, who never knew, 
Except from ancient hearsay, all your wonder 
Of splendid elevating steel and stones 
Wiil come with shovels, rummaging for you, 
With dredges pull the river-mud from under 
Your rusting huddled fragmentary bones. 
RoiFe HumpHuHriEs. 
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THE LITTLE TOWN 


,USED to hate the little town 

"Where I was born, its sleepy way, 

The ancient houses tumbling down, 
The narrow streets, the dunes, the bay. 


But I have been so desolate 
In cities full of greed and show, 
That the small town I used to hate 
Is dearer than all things I know. : 
JoHn RicHarD MORELAND. 


THE LITTLE TOWNS 


THINK God loves the little towns 
I That go to bed at night ; 
The little towns, all hushed and still 
Beneath the quiet light 
Of far, white stars. I think He loves 
The little yards, fenced in 
With picket rows, where flowers nod 
In sleep themselves ; the thin, 
Sweet, drowsy sounds of birds at rest ; 
The yellow lamps that glow 
Through windows in the little towns, 
Where ruffled curtains blow 
Across their paths. I think He loves 
The old, in those still places 
Who put away their toil at eve 
And sleep with tranquil faces 
Until the morn. 
... Here it is day 
At night ; the white lights glare 
Down in the passing faces. All 
Along the thoroughfare 
Is life and noise. There is no sleep ; 
Young eyes are hard and bright. 
... 1 think God loves the little towns 
That go to bed at night. 


ae IRENE Mary Davipson. 
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THE LITTLE TOWNS OF TEXAS 


HE little towns of Texas 
| That nestle on her plains 
And gather close the inland roads, 
The little towns of Texas 
That sleep the whole night long 


Cooled by a scented southern breeze, 
Lulled by its drowsy song ! 


The little towns of Texas 
Will ever seem to me 
Like stars that deck a prairie sky 
Or isles that dot a sea ; 
Like beads that sparkle here and there 
On Texas’ flowered gown ; 
Like figures on its rich brocade 
Of purple, green and brown. 


The little towns of Texas 
Seen through the prairie haze, 
How fair and fresh and free they lie 
Beneath the golden days ! 
Not crowded in deep valleys, 
Not buried in tall trees, 
But open to the sun, the rain, 
The starlight, and the breeze ! 


The little towns of Texas, 
What pretty names they bear ! 

There’s Echo, Garland, Crystal Springs, 
Arcadia, Dawn, and Date ; 

There’s Ingleside, and Prairie Home, 
And Bells, and Rising Star. 

God keep them childlike, restful, clean, 


Pure as the prairies are ! 
CrypE WALTON Hitt. 


THE LITTLE VILLAGE 


H, little village in the Kirkland hills 
O Strangely akin you seem to a far town 
That has for many centuries worn a crown, 

Whose very name holds balm for all our ills ; 
To-day at thought of you my being thrills 

As in my fancy I go up and down 

Your elm-arched streets where now green springs from brown, 
And every garden gleams with daffodils. 


Oh, little village full of life’s great things, 
T see you like a blazing diadem 
Set on the hills, you are the fount whence springs 
My hope and strength ; you are my living gem, 
In you I found the Christ, and to you clings 
My love. You are my town of Bethlehem. 
ELizABETH SCOLLARD. 


KENDAL 


REY gateway to our lakeland, here you stand, 
Where Kent from distant Harter hurries fast 
Her waters to the sea; in ages past 
Famous, when Norman chieftain ruled the land, 
Plantagenet, and Tudor. Thine archer band 
At Agincourt victorious, stood massed 
All clad in “ Kendal green”; by sons steadfast 
As these to-day thy companies are manned. 


What do yon crumbling ruins signify, 
That loom in hoary grandeur on theit mount ? 
What means the ancient church ’mid holy ground, 
The bridges, and the river flowing by ? 
These silent mentors to a town renowned, 
Recall her past, her present dignify. 
H. A. Srock. 
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SUPPLEMENTARY POEMS. 


CAPE TOWN 
(In tha Public Garden) 


OT noon: I sought the shaded gardens where 
Grey meditates on books, and Rhodes, with hand 
Outstretched, is pointing to the Hinterland. 
I loitered by the lily pool, while there 
An agéd, coloured woman came to share 
Her crust with the gold-liveried finny band ; 
She talked as though the fish could understand, 
Of me among the shadows not aware. 
ArtTHuR VINE Hatt. 


SABBATH LONDON 


LUE-BREASTED pigeons in their pillared home, 
Where light and shade mosaic paves the ground ; 
Sweet choiring voices echo from the dome 
That overwhelms the close-shut marts around : 
The Sabbath silence emphasizes sound; 
Entwined with Christian praise strange tunes rebound : 
Each shadowed alley hides elf, sprite and gnome, 
And Pan is piping on the holy ground. 


To-morrow shall the moneychangers come 
And chaffer in the Temple, court and street ; 
To-morrow shall the busy City hum 
With Money! Money! Money! and the feet 
Of countless thousands shall tread out the scene 
Of Pan and pigeons, Peace and Nazarene. 
Brpa LANG. 


Owing to a clerical error, these poems (to the authors of which the editor is greatly 
indebted and tenders sincere apologies and regrets), were omitted from the earlier sheets of 
this volume and could not be placed in their due alphabetical position. 
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TUNBRIDGE WELLS 


I 
HE morning brightened; in a bluish haze 
Reposed the town, amongst its slumberous trees. 
There was a lazy buzz like wings of bees 
In all its populous and prosperous ways. 
A look—a feeling as of olden days 
Slips in between the shops : One almost sees 
The high-street packed with beaux, and hears the wheeze 
Of a well-loaded chair that groans and sways 


Down Chaple Place. There crowded ghosts and shades, 
Elbowed aside by modern industry, 
Have gathered in old shops quaint mustery 
Of household gods.—And that which never fades 
The spirit of the “‘ watering-place,” one knows, 
Stalks through the Town—and down the Pantiles goes. 


II 
OW through the dusty trees the motors fly— 
N The plodding carriages, and brisker carts ; 
While many a motor cycle purring darts 

Amidst the traffic. Like a barge comes by 
With a stately tread a waggon, happily 

Laden with brown-frocked children, flecked in parts 

With dappled light ; and men with simple hearts. 
Here rich old people come to doze and die: 


And doze and bask and still forget to go. 
And on the common every shady tree 
Is meeting-place for some sweet company, 
With the gay children playing to and fro. 
A grave old place—full of forgotten dreams :— 
A rare old place, still dreaming on, it seems | 
EIRENE WILLIAMS. 
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EDINBURGH 


REY city, silent and aloof, you seem 
More wise than all the wisdom of this age— 
Oh lovely, queenly, silver-hearted sage. 
And while men toil, and love, and fight, and scheme, 
You gravely stand, like some pure sacrament 
Reserved for wanderers, who shall return 
And find you waiting wistfully to learn 
How all their days apart from you were spent. 


You, patient city, in the Bridegroom’s way, 
A lamp shall burn, and you shall ever dwell 
A virgin waiting for Emmanuel ; 
And when He walks your streets on Judgment Day 
His spirit will rejoice and He will say, 
“ My faithful city, you have served Me well.” 
BK. M. Fayrer. 


LUDLOW 


MID a garden of enduring peace, 
Gorgeously o’er thy towers does sunset dwell ! 
While foaming waters, sounding sorrow’s knell, 
Around thy feet their music never cease. 
Yet oft hast thou been wrapped with flaming fleece ; 
Despoiling fire and sword thou knowest well ; 
Still do thy walls and dark portcullis tell 
Of long-drawn strife and passions fatal lease ; 


Still o’er thy streets, with midnight’s mystic shade 
Princes and prisoners gaze on ruined halls : 
The revelry of Comus from his glade 
With forest moanings mingled faintly falls. 
Now, from afar, the toil-worn turn to thee, 


Where such rich fruit crowns Time’s perpetual tree. 
J. W. Harpwick. 
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